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SOME ONE ELSE. 



CHAPTEE I. 

THE LAST CHANCE. 

** I don't and won't believe it! There 
must be some mistake ! It's too bad to 
be true ! " 

The above reckless assertion came from 
the lips of a tall girl of seventeen, who 
was leaning her shabby elbows on a wide, 
old-fashioned window-sill, and looking 
out on a steady downpour, in an attitude 
of the deepest dejection ; staring blankly 
at the whity-grey sky, the dripping 
bushes, the roses like sponges, and the 
flattened flower-beds, with a countenance 
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2 SOME ONE ELSE. 

entirely in keeping with the weather — 
for her pretty face was drowned in tears. 

Behind her, gazing gloomily over her 
head, with his hands in the pockets of 
his shooting-coat, stood a young man. 
No, not her lover — for in him we trace 
a strong family likeness, and notice the 
same very dark blue eyes, and crisp 
brown hair — ^he is merely her youngest 
brother, who, five minutes previously, had 
burst into the room, and abruptly in- 
formed her that, "just as he expected, 
he had been spun for the army, and it 
was his luck all over " 

On the carpet beside him, lay the 
Morning Post, containing a list of the 
successful candidates, among whom, alas ! 
the name of Edward Brabazon does not 
appear. 

'^Please yourseK, my good girl! Be- 
lieve it or not, as you like," he returned 
gruffly; "I don't fancy it will make 
much difference at the Horse Guards. 
You may just as well take my word for 
it. I really wish to goodness, Haidee, 
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you would not go on like this," he 
added impatiently. ** What's the use 
of crying about it ? " 

^^But it was your last chance," she 
sobbed in a muffled tone behind her 
handkerchief. **And after working so 
hard, and reading for hours and hours, 
with a wet towel round your head — ^it's 
too hard. And — to think of how I coached 
you, and questioned you, till I nearly got 
softening of the brain ! To think of the 
days and days — we have spent in this very 
room — and it has all been " 

** Fine weather for young ducks ! " sud- 
denly interrupted a gay treble voice ; and 
another girl, having pushed the door open 
with her knee, entered slowly, bearing a 
tray covered with jam pots, with an air 
of the deepest solicitude and respect. 

She is Miss Brabazon, Augusta, known 
as '^ Gussie " in the bosom of her family; 
not so tall as Haidee, and not nearly as 
pretty; still, as she says herself, '^she 
is by no means an unprepossessing young 
person;" — she has a bright vivacious 
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face, a pair of twinkling mischievous 
brown eyes, a neat little figure, and an 
impudent nose. — She, like her sister, is 
dressed in a well-washed blue zephyr, 
with hnen collar and cuffs, and wears a 
jaunty black silk apron with two pockets, 
(one of which contains the house keys, 
and a bread bill, the other — a love letter, 
and a paper of chocolate creams.) 

'^ Tears!" she exclaimed, carefully de- 
positing her tray on the schoolroom table, 
and gazing interrogatively at the dismal 
couple in the window. *' Tears, idle 
tears! I know not what they mean?" 
she quoted, raising her voice authori- 
tatively,/* and Teddy looking as if he 
was going to be hanged! What has 
happened? Who is dead? or is it only 
one of the dogs?" 

** The list is out, and I've been spun," 
replied her brother curtly, now stooping 
to pick up the paper, and handing it 
impressively to his sister. 

** Oh, nonsense ! " she cried, with a 
gasp of incredulity. **You don't mean 
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to say SO," almost snatching the paper 
out of his hand, in her eagerness to verify 
the fact. 

" There it is, near the top," said Teddy, 
indicating the place with his brown fore- 
finger. 

•'Ah — ^yes — I have it. I see it now," 
scanning the column with a pucker on 
her brow, as if in hopes that Teddy might 
(by some extraordinary ina(Jvertence) 
have overlooked his own name ! . 

But no ; nothing in the least like Bra- 
bazon met her searching eyes, although 
she went through the list twice. 

''And that odious young Thomas has 
actually passed ! " she exclaimed at 
length, as if anxious to vent her feel- 
ings on somebody. "A miserable little 
creature in spectacles, who could never 
originate one single remark beyond 'Yes, 
Miss Brabazon,' ' No, Miss Brabazon,' 
'Thank you. Miss Brabazon,' that posi- 
tively dared not say ' Boo ' to the pro- 
verbial goose I And " now pausing 

as if suddenly struck by some unhappy 
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thought, ''talking of saying 'Boo' to 
a goose, who is to break this to Mrs. 
B. ? " gazing significantly at her brother, 
and still weeping sister. 

"I am, I suppose!" returned the 
former doggedly. "It is the third oc- 
casion I have had to ' break ' the same 
news to her, as you call it. There's 
a kind of fatal familiarity about the 
subject by this time ! Upon my word, 
girls, I don't mind telling you in con- 
fidence, that I funk facing her; al- 
though," he added with a kind of sob, 
"it's twice as rough on me, as on any 
one ! I did work my very dead best. 
I was so keen upon getting into the 
service, and now I'm out of everything. 
I've no prospects, no profession. — No 
one can be half as much cut up as I 
am ! " he concluded rather huskily. 

"Except me!" put in a lachrymose 
voice from the window; "you forget 
me. And," with a swift and complete 
change of key, turning to her sister, 
"don't imagine for one second, that 
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I'm going to cover jam to-day, for you 
may just put it out of your head at once ! '' 

'^You know you always will count 
your chickens before they are hatched," 
returned Qussie oracularly. ^'I told 
you it was unlucky, the way you were 
going on ! You had chosen the regi- 
ment, the uniform, his very camp fur- 
niture, in your mind's eye. I beUeve 
you had even commenced some work 
for his room, and had rosy visions of 
marrying one of his brother officers ! " 

''1 had," sobbed Haid6e; ^'at least," 
correcting herself hastily, '^ I don't mean 
that. And how you two can laugh, I 
cannot imagine," she exclaimed with 
lugubrious resentment ; '* but I had 
worked his table cover, and mantel 
border as a surprise — and now — now 
— they'll never be wanted. I'd like 
to do — I don't know what to those 
examiners," she cried, stamping her 
foot. '* I'm sure they spend all their 
lives, composing maddening questions, 
and all sorts of scientific riddles. You 
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told me yourself, Teddy," now turning 
aggrievedly to her brother, ''that you 
were bound to scrape throngh this time ! " 
''I never said anything of the sort," 
he retorted, with an air of indignant 
repudiation. "I may, when I was in 
a foohshly sanguine mood, have said I 
had an 'off chance,' but you know in 
my soberer moments, I always told you 
that that topography paper had floored 
me! And as to the military law," 
shrugging his shoulders expressively, 
" after I had written out the two 
stiffest answers at full length, and time 
was up, I discovered quite casually that 
I had entirely mistaken the questions. 
However, I did my best, bad as it was ! 
I wrote away > fifty miles an hour; not 
like the fellow next me, who simply put 
on his hat, and walked outy the moment 
he looked over the tactic paper! Just 
threw up the sponge, then and there ! 
You see, girls, you must just make up 
your minds to the fact, that I'm not 
clever," stroUing over to a low arm- 
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chair, and throwing himself into it, with 
his legs stretched out, his arms locked 
hehind his head, and gazing alternately 
from one sister to the other, with a face 
of unusual gravity. 

**I always knew that your grammar 
was awful," observed Haidee frankly, 
drying her eyes vigorously as she spoke ; 
*^ enough to hasten the end of Lindley 
Murray. And your spelling; simply too 
frightful. You know it was only the 
other day, that you vn*ote of the corpse 
to which you hoped to have the honour 
to belong, and spelt " 

'*It's a wicked libel!" interrupted her 
brother explosively, *^I remember nothing 
of the sort. I swear my grammar is as 
good as yours," defiantly, '*and I can 
spell like one o'clock. But all the same," 
calming down after a moment's reflection, 
" barring grammar, and speUing, and the 
three E's, I am a duflfer ! Whenever I've 
hammered one subject thoroughly into 
this thick skull of mine," striking it 
with his clenched fist, ^^and go on to 
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another, I straightway forget all about 
subject number one. — My mind, as far as 
it is concerned, becomes once more the 
virgin page ! ! My miserable brain, is 
incapable of containing two ideas simul- 
taneously. My head is like one of those 
buckets, those wretched young women in 
mythology were always trying to fill. 
What's this their name was?" pausing 
meditatively. ^' That's gone too ! Well, 
never mind — you know who I mean. — I am 
not the genius you always suspected, and 
you will have to try and accustom your 
minds to the fact. But after all," nod- 
ding at Gussie consolingly, ^^as some 
fellow remarked, 'We can't all be genii.' " 

*' Teddy! How can you?" demanded 
his eldest sister reproachfully. 

''Can what?" he asked with an air 
of child-like innocence. 

" You know very well what I mean," 
impatiently. "The thing to consider now, 
instead of lounging there, and making 
stupid jokes, is ; what are you to do ? 
What can you be ? " 
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^'Be/' reckoning on his fingers; ^*I 
can't be a parson, a doctor, a lawyer, 
an engineer, a soldier, or a sailor. One 
finger over, ought and carry one. I've 
wasted three years on these blessed 
exams., and now I'm too old for the other 
professions, besides having no money and 
no brains! I really see nothing before 
me, but hard manual labour ! — A crossing 
sweeper has not half a bad billet, and no 
compulsory cramming ! How gaily I would 
trip over hand in hand with all the pretty 
girls. How gallantly I'd rescue old ladies 
from cabs and omnibuses ! A gentleman's 
gentleman, would not be too bad a berth ; 
especially if we were something of a size ; 
or a light weight groom ! Only, as it 
happens, I'm not a hght weight," he 
remarked parenthetically. 

'*Upon my word, Ted, you really are 
too bad; you never can be serious for five 
minutes," exclaimed Gussie austerely. 

'' There's Manitoba! " burst out Haidee, 
who had evidently been thinking hard for 
some little- time back. *^ You see it in 
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all the papers — ^ Grand opening for the 
sons of gentlemen ! ' I'm sure you would 
make a splendid farmer ! *' 

** * I doubt it, said the carpenter, 
And shed a bitter tear.' " 

Quoted Teddy impressively. ^^But 111 
tell you what, girls, I have a new idea," 
pausing. 

"A new idea," exclaimed Gussie, with 
arched brows. ^' Then please to intro- 
duce it to us immediately, before it goes 
out of your unlucky head ! " 

" Well, just listen to me." 

'^ Mr. Edward, if you please, the mistress 
wishes to speak to you in the drawing 
room at once," said a grim-looking, elderly 
woman from the doorway; a person whose 
figure resembled a deal board, covered 
with a tight black alpaca dress. 

^'To me/ To speak to me, Nokes? " 
suddenly sitting upright. 

"Yes, Mr. Edward, to speak to you,'' 
she answered in a tone of decorous deci- 
sion ; a tone which, being interpreted by 
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these experienced young people, meant — . 
^^ And won't you just catch it, that's all! " 

" Then she must have seen it," ex- 
claimed Haidee in an awestruck voice. 
''Oh, Teddy!" 

*' Of course she must have seen it," 
he returned, rising deUberately from the 
depths of his chair; '^ and the sooner we 
get our interview over the better. — All 
right, Nokes, I'm coming." Exit Mr. 
Edward Brabazon, hands in pockets, softly 
whistling. 

''He is trying to carry it off with a 
never-say-die manner," observed his eldest 
sister, looking after him thoughtfully; 
"but all the same, he is frightfully cut 
up ! — He has always been crazy about the 
army, ever since I can remember ; all his 
toys were soldiers or drums ; and he once 
walked the whole way to Burford, when 
he was quite a Uttle fellow, to see a regi- 
ment pass through. Every one thought 
he was lost. A pohceman brought him 
home, and he was whipped of course — I 
mean Teddy — ^not the policeman ! " 
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Yes. Poor Teddy/' said Haidee, now 
leaving the rain-blurred window and 
approaching the table. *' You should have 
seen his face when he showed me the 
paper. I do really believe, there were 
tears in his eyes! " 
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CHAPTEE II. 

A BAD QUABTER OF AN HOUR. 

A FEW words about our surroundings, 
before we accompany the reluctant Teddy, 
into the presence of his step-mother. 

Down in the south of England, in a 
rural and retired part of Thornshire, and 
not more than ten miles from blue water 
and white sails, there stands a russet- 
coloured, rambling house, notable for its 
deep mullioned windows and heavy stacks 
of chimneys, sheltered by trees, its own 
contemporaries, and known by the name 
of Baronsford. You approach it through 
the little village of Maxton, with its 
triangular green, and neat irregular 
cottages, so smothered in ivy and Vir- 
ginian creeper, that they look as if they 
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had beards and whiskers, out of which 
their tiny top windows struggle to stare. 
Passing the Norman church, and Queen 
Anne vicarage, you turn into a shady road, 
which leads into a still shadier avenue, 
and you find yourself in a small park, sur- 
rounding this picturesque weather-beaten 
mansion ; that looks as if it were a likely 
place, to have been the home of some 
good old family. — ^At present, it is in- 
habited by Mrs. Adrian Brabazon and her 
four step-children (one of whom is, as we 
are aware, lingering on the mat outside the 
drawing-room door). The drawing-room 
(into which we follow Master Teddy), 
is in keeping with the exterior of the 
house ; long, low, and panelled with black 
oak, and boasts of a wonderful carved 
chimney piece, extending from floor to 
ceiling. Various large settees, and curious 
three-cornered chairs, covered with shiny 
old-fashioned chintz, are scattered about, 
and a good many grim or smirking 
portraits, adorn the walls, — glaring out 
from backgrounds of Egyptian darkness. 
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A respectable drawing-room I A drawing- 
room that had ancestors; and if its carpet, 
like the typical landlady, has seen ** better 
days," and its curtains, are by no means 
in their first youth, it is undoubtedly a 
pleasant old-fashioned apartment, with a 
certain individuality and dignity, in spite 
of some. gaudy wool-work, crochet anti- 
macassars, and cheap ornamental rubbish, 
introduced by the present Mrs. Brabazon, 
who is seated at a writing table, in one of 
the windows. She is a lady with a very 
long, upright back, — a back, that has a 
distinct character and expression of its 
own (and that, of an aggressive nature). 
When we look into her face, we discover 
that she is between forty and fifty, dark 
and sallow, with thin lips pinched together 
in a manner that bodes but ill, for the 
coming interview; in fact, her counten- 
ance is the embodiment of a thunder cloud, 
as she waits in an attitude of rigid expect- 
ancy, with the Times spread out before het, 
her eyes fixed on one particular column, 
engaged in the amiable task of nursing 
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her wrath, to keep it warm. She heard 
the door open and close, she heard Teddy's 
approaching footsteps, without moving for 
fully sixty seconds. — At length, she turned 
her head sKghtly towards the culprit, and 
said, in a tone which had gathered inten- 
sity, from the preceding awful pause — 

" This is a nice business ! '* rappiog the 
paper before her with an impressive fore- 
finger. " Pray what have you got to say 
for yourself, sir, — eh? I hope you are 
ashamed. Only," hastily correcting her- 
self, ^^it is not in your nature to be 
ashamed of anything. Come,'* with a 
jerk of her chair, ^^ speak ; and don't stand 
there looking like a fool." 

^* What can I say, Mrs. Brabazon ? " 
returned Teddy with heightened colour. 
*^ I am awfully sorry I failed to pass. I 
did my very. best, as far as working went, 
but it was no use ; there were three 
hundred candidates for thirty vacancies, 
and a stupid fellow like me, had no 
chance. I am very sorry for all the time 
that has been wasted " 
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" And money y^ interpolated the lady 
sharply. 

*^ And money, as you say," he con- 
tinued ; ** and I am very sorry you should 
be so much disappointed; but after all, 
it's rougher on me, than any one else. — I 
shall be the chief sufferer," he added in a 
lower key. 

" Chief sufferer ! You ! " she cried, 
glaring at him, with her fiery little 
coffee-coloured eyes, *^You a sufferer, 
you idle, lazy, good-for-nothing lout ! 
This is the third time, you've come to 
me with this same story — failed to 
pass! Actually the third time," bring- 
ing her hand down heavily on the 
writing-table before her as she spoke. 
** You could have passed if you had tried, 
but you did not want to ! You spent 
your time idling about, amusing yourself, 
with a pipe in your mouth, and your 
hands in your pockets, along with a lot of 
other ne'er-do-well's Kke yourself; and 
when your prospect of getting into a 
profession is at an end, you think you 
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have nothing on earth to do, but come 
home and live on me ! I quite see your 
plan," with a ferocious smile. ^*You 
think you can loaf about here, with a gun 
over your shoulder, or maybe a fishing- 
rod, and put in your time very comfortably 
— but you are greatly mistaken ! '* her 
words comiog quicker and shriller every* 
second; ^* very much mistaken. I will 
not put up with it ! Suffer, indeed ! " 
charging back on that unlucky word. "It 
has been my purse that has suffered ! You 
must make up your mind, to earn your 
own bread, and that without delay." 
Here she was obliged to pause for breath, 
making an imperious sign to Teddy, that 
he was not to speak; that it was merely a 
temporary cessation of hostilities. — Her 
step-son had become rather white, during 
the above agreeable speech, and there was 
an unnaturally fixed look about his lips, 
but he made no attempt to defend him- 
self. He knew of old that it would be 
useless, that he would be talked down, 
shrieked at, and silenced. — It was Mrs, 
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Brabazon's favourite mode of warfare (a 
practice probably acquired, in early years) 
to brow-beat and silence an adversary by 
mere clamour alone ; to close her ears 
to any arguments that might be advanced 
by the other side, and thus invariably to 
remain a victor on every domestic battle- 
field. ^'Yes," proceeded the lady with 
renewed vigour, "you must look about 
you, at once ; we will waste no more time ! 
When your father left me with small 
means, and large calls upon it " (this was 
one of her stock phrases), " I never 
dreamt of having to support you; and 
what with keeping up the place, and 
Florian's allowance, and your sisters' 
expenses, my hand is never out of my 
pocket ! " 

' " Still there is a good deal of spending 
in three thousand a year, Mrs. Brabazon," 
said Teddy impetuously, his soul revolting 
at her hypocritical rapacity, and mean- 
ness. 

" Three thousand a year ! ! It's nothing 
of the sort," quickly turzdng to him with 
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a livid face. ^^What busiijess is the 
amount of my income to you? It is 
mtj money," passionately, *'not yours! 
I've put up with your insolence too 
long," her nostrils quivering as she spoke, 
''and I won't have you here, another 
week. — I've been prepared for this^'" 
pointing a trembling finger to the paper ; 
''I've heard of something at the West 
Coast of Africa, that will suit. — There, 
you will learn industry, discipline, and 
manners, and I never wish to see you 
again ! I shall write about your passage 
this very day — this very post. I " 

" You need not trouble yourself, Mrs. 
Brabazon," interrupted Teddy decidedly. 
^' I may as well tell you at once that I 
shall not go to the West Coast of Africa. 
I can find work for myself. After what 
you have said, I would rather break stones 
than be beholden to you for a crumb. I 
believe I know of something, that will 
suit me better than the yellow fevel'.'' 

" Take care what you do ! " she ex- 
claimed hoarsely. "If you get into low 
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company, or disgrace yourself, in any way, 
I shall wash my hands of you and your 

affairs. You shall be " Here she 

suddenly discovered that she was merely 
haranguing the furniture, wasting her 
sweetness (?) on the desert air. — The 
room was empty. — Teddy had departed ! 

Mrs. Brabazon sat for fully five minutes 
in deep reflection, and then, her mind 
having recovered its equilibrium, she 
flung open her blotter with an air of 
decision, thrust a pen violently into the 
ink bottle, and scribbled a letter in haste; 
her steel nib traveUing over the paper at 
unusual speed. This despatch concluded, 
closed, and stamped, she breathed a 
heavy sigh of relief, as if some great 
weight had been lifted from her mind, and 
ensconsing herself in a deep arm-chair, 
took up the paper, and glanced casually 
over the court news, the births, marriages, 
and deaths. But she could not read ! her 
thoughts were elsewhere. '* What can 
he be going ^ to do ' ? " she asked herself. 
** He has no money, and no friends ; it is 
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a mere idle threat ! If lie would only run 
away to sea, and never be heard of again ! 
but one does not get rid of a plague like 
him so easily. How can he know the value 
of the property, unless young Pratt has 
blabbed." (N.B. — Mrs. Brabazon was 
not obliged to pick her words, when con- 
versing with herself.) ** That young gaby 
must have been talking," she continued 
apprehensively. *'Why, even old Jane 
does not imagine that, it is more than a 
third. If she thought I was saving, and 
that the mortgages were paid oflf, it might 
be awkward. — However, she knows that I 
am liberal to Florian, and she said so; 
but she might take it into her crotchety 
head that I ought to do more for the 
others ; all the same, no matter what she 
thinks, I won't^ and that's flat. — Besides, 
he may have only been talking at a guess. 
I don't see how he could know. — Pratt 
has an eye to his own interests, and he 
is no fool ! It was just a random shot, 
nothing more." And with this mental 
salve, M^^s, Brabazon again took up the 
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paper, and looked out the advertisements 
of saiKngs for the Cape Coast, and Sierra 
Leone. After a l-ather protracted search, 
she found what she required, and at once 
made up her mind with her usual prompt- 
itude. "It will do very well," she 
muttered -to herself. "He shall go by 
the Cobray this day week — and second 
class." 

4^ 4^ nt nt * 

In the meantime, Haidee had been 
listening for the opening of the draw- 
ing-room door, with almost breathless 
anxiety. 

"There he is," remarked Gussie placidly 
— Gussie, who had been busily scribbling 
" strawberry jam," "strawberry jam," on 
countless paper labels. — " She did not keep 
him long. 'Few and short were the 
words they spoke I ' " looking up at her 
sister with a significant smile. 

"Yes! but he's not whistling," said 
Haidee ; " and actually he is not coming 
in here " — holding her head on one side, 
as though to catch every sound — " he is 
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going upstairs " — pushing her chair back, 
and rising excitedly. 

** Never mind him ! " returned Gussie 
dissuasively. "What nonsense, rushing 
out after him, simply because he happens 
to go upstairs, instead of down ! He will 
be here, never fear, when the gong sounds. 
As to Mrs. B., he does not care a 
straw about her. He is not like me ; and 
hard words break no bones," she concluded 
philosophically. 

" No ; but they break people's hearts, 
sometimes," returned Haidee, who was 
still standing irresolutely by the table; 
" and Mrs. Brabazon says terrible things 
— that — hurt J* ^ 

" Hurt ! Fiddlesticks ! Here, now like 
a good girl, sit down, and help me to 
cover this jam. Mrs. B. says it must 
be done this morning. — The white paper 
is — either in the cupboard, or under these 
music books, or maybe it's in the port- 
folio ; and the big scissors, oh — ^I don't 
know where they are. I have not seen 
them since the day before yesterday, when 
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Teddy had them cutting wire ; but they 
are somewhere.'' And with these encourag- 
ing directions, Miss Brabazon pushed 
eighteen pots over towards her sister, and 
requested her '* to set to work at once/' 
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CHAPTEK III. 

HE WOULD BE A SOLDIEE. 

The scene of the Misses Brabazon's 
labours was the schooboom ; you recog- 
nized that apartment at the first glance. 
Three sides of the walls were covered 
with painted book cases (very untidily 
kept, I regret to add), great yawning gaps 
existed in some parts, whilst in other 
places, the books had been crammed in 
on top of one another, anyhow. — One 
remarked, school books, and classics, and 
yellow-backed novels, in most improper 
propinquity : Colenso's arithmetic arm 
in arm with "Kate Coventry," Canon 
Farrar's last, leaning affectionately on 
"A Princess of Thule." A round table, 
with an ill-used blue and red checked 
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table cloth, stood in the middle of the 
apartment ; an old grand piano, with very 
yellow keys, almost staggered under a 
load of music books, (ay, and desks and 
work boxes) ; a few shabby but comfort- 
able chairs were ranged about the room, 
and there had been some attempts at 
decoration ! the walls were covered with 
coloured prints, in cheap frames, and Mrs. 
Butler's "Missed" hung in the post of 
honour, above the chimney piece; between 
the fire and the door there was a very 
excellent comic screen — the fruit of many 
wet afternoons — and work, and flowers, 
and odds and ends, were liberally scat-* 
tered about. A comfortable room ; into 
which the brothers brought their dogs and 
pipes, the sisters their dressmaking and 
litter ; whpre they made toffee and black- 
berry jam (under the rose), and laughed, 
and joked, and squabbled, and sang, and 
were perfectly at home, and happy. 

Haidee hurried over her task, ran up- 
stairs, washed her sticky fingers, and then 
went quickly to Teddy's door, on which 
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she beat an imperative tattoo. Two 
seconds later, it was flung open with, a 
jerk, and revealed Teddy in his shirt 
sleeves, with a background consisting of 
the whole contents of his wardrobe, strewn 
about the floor; garments which had 
evidently been flung broadcast from a 
yawning chest of drawers, and were now 
in process of being stuffed into a little 
battered portmanteau. 

"What on earth are you about?" 
demanded his sister, halting on the 
threshold, and pointing to the general con- 
fusion with a dramatic gesture. "What 
are you doing ? You are not going away, 
are you ? " in a tone of keen anxiety. 

^^ Bather,'' was her brother's laconic 
reply, as he laid violent hands on half a 
dozen shirts, rolled them up intp a bundle 
the size of a sponge, and crammed them 
down into chaos ! 

"Oh, Teddy! what ave you doing?" 
cried she, her female soul revolting at 
such treatment, dropping on her knees, 
and disinterring them promptly. " Here, 
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let ?w<? pack," turning out on the spot 
a heterogeneous mass of boots, books, 
brushes, breeches, pell mell. " And — 
now you can tell me, what it all means, 
if you please!" 

" Never mind my dress clothes," he 
said, swooping suddenly down and toss- 
ing them aside, with an odd laugh. ^* I 
don't fancy I shall want them imme- 
diately." 

"Did she say much, Ted?" asked 
Haidee, looking up apprehensively. * * Was 
she much worse, than last time ? " 

*' Worse ! I should just think so ! You 
need not mind those ties, nor gloves. — She 
said — what she will never have the chance 
of saying to me again. She told me I was 
an idle, insolent, ne'er-do-well, eating my 
head off. She called me a lout ! " 

" Oh, Ted ! she didn't ! " incredulously. 

*^ And not to expect that she was going 
to keep me any^onger, for I was to be 
despatched to a nice suitable situation at 
Cape Coast Castle, immediately, if not 
sooner." 
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" Now, Teddy ! you know you are 
joking," said his sister, pausing in her 
toil, and surveying him with an air of 
mild reproach. 

''Joking," indignantly; ''by George, 
I am not! She has given me the key 
of the street this time, and no mis- 
take.'^ 

"Nonsense," exclaimed Haidee decid- 
edly; "you are not going to mind her. 
And what are you taking these things 
for? " alluding to two little faded photos, 
of herself and Gussie, in tarnished gilt 
frames — ^photos representing them with 
short frocks and long hair — photos in 
which justice had not been tempered with 
mercy ; and no one would suppose for a 
moment that the pretty girl stooping over 
the portmanteau, was the original of the 
lowering looking child, in the plaid frock, 
who was clinging to the back of a chair, 
as if for grim Death ! ! 

"I'm taking them, bad as they are, 
because I have no others," returned her 
brother, " and because I'm not coming 
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back. Is not that a just and safl&cient 
reason." 

" What ? " looking up at him with a 
pair of neatly folded socks in either hand. 
''What rubbish, Teddy! This is as 
much your home, as it is mine. Mrs. B. 
has no power to turn you out, and you 
shan't go ! " thrusting down the socks into 
their place as she spoke, with vigorous 
decision. 

"Oh yes I shall! It's quite time, as 
she says, that I was doing something for 
myself, and getting my own living ; only 
she might have put it in a pleasanter 
form," he added with exaggerated com- 
posure. 

*' And pray what are you going to do ? 
Nothing rash, I hope?" gazing at him 
anxiously. 

'' Promise me, that you won't make a 
fool of yourself, or scream, or faint if I 
tell you," impressively. 

"I promise," returned his sister, kneel- 
ing erect on the floor, and looking as 
grave, and nearly as white, as one of her 
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ancestresses kneeling in eflSgy and coif, 
and farthingale, in Maxton church. 

*' Well, then, mind you are to say 
nothing about it, and keep the news to 
yourself, for it is a dead secret ; I am 
going to — enlist y' stepping back a pace, 
so as to view the full effect of his 
announcement. ^' Hush ! " putting up 
both his hands imploringly ; "for mercy's 
sake don't faint ! Just listen to me, and 
to reason, for two seconds. — One would 
think, from your face, that I had con- 
fessed to a murder. Lots of gentlemen 
enlist. A fellow who was at the cram- 
mer's with me the term before last, 
enlisted when he was spun, and is getting 
on like steam. He is a sergeant already," 
impressively. 

But this encouraging statement, had no 
effect on his listener. She was staring 
at him, as it were, through a fog of 
stupefaction, and was apparently incap- 
able of speech. 

*' Heaps of fellows have done the same 
thing, and will again," he continued 
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eagerly. "I'd rather do it than go out 
to the colonies, and work as sheep-farmer, 
and stockman. I would have taken the 
shilling* long ago, only for you girls. — I 
thought it only fair, to give you the 
chance of having a brother an officer, 
instead of in the ranks ; and a mighty 
poor chance it was ! You see, it no longer 
pays, to put the fool of the family into 
the army I " 

*' But that you are not^'' cried Haidee 
indignantly; ''you are twice as clever as 
Mo. And as to enlisting " 

'' I should pity Flo, if it was the case," 
interrupted her brother. '' But that's not 
the question now. Mrs. B., you know, 
was never very partial to me, and 
has led me a life, ever since she over- 
heard that unfortunate remark of mine, 
apropos of her feet ; ' that she had not 
left a live beetle, in Maxton parish.' It 
was bad, certainly ; but she has recouped 
herself over and over again, with interest. 
I can't stand her any longer. — She has a 
hold over all of us, with regard to money, 
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on account of the governor's will : and 
though she talks of poverty, and economy, 
this place brings her in a clear three 
thousand a year, and she really ought to 
do something for you girls. But she wont ; 
nor for me — not that I expect it, nor 
have any right to it. I'm going to fish 
for myself ! Only for yoii I'd have cleared 
out ages ago ; but now I'm at the end of 
my tether. — The same house can't hold 
Mrs. B., and me any longer, and, like the 
fellow I told you of this morning, I just 
take my hat, and walk out." 

"But not to enlist, my dear boy! I 
say, not to enlist ! " cried Haidee, spring- 
ing up suddenly, and confronting him 
with a face as pale as death. " You 
would not 'please her by doing that, now, 
would you ? " artfully. 

"I'll go 'into the cavalry," ignoring her 
remark, " far away from this part of the 
world, take another name, and work hard. 
Haidee," angrily, " I wish to goodness, 
you would not look at me like that ! I 
know I shall get on ; you see if I don't. 
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I'm young, and strong, and willing^ like 
the immortal Barkus; and I've always 
had a hankering, after a red coat ! " 

*^ You cannot go like this," said his 
sister vehemently ; ^' and you are not 
going noiVy'' sitting down on the edge of 
his bed, and wringing her hands help- 
lessly. "What am I to do with you? What 
can I say to you ? You must let me tell 
Gussie ; you really must. She is twice 
as clever as I am, and she will reason 
you out of — of — this madness. You are 
angry now, and doing this in a hurry, 
and on the spur of the moment. Just 
wait even one week. — ^You can go to 
Aunt Jane's, while we see about some- 
thing for you. She has interest ; she has 
money," pausing for breath. 

**My good girl, I am not doing this 
in a passion. I'm perfectly cool now," 
resuming his coat as he spoke ; ** and 
as to Aunt Jane, just please to think of 
what you are saying. Have you for- 
gotten the Httle episode of Uncle Sandy ? 
No, no ; my mind is made up, and 
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nothing shall unmake it. No one could 
talk me out of my resolve, not even 
G-us, and I'll back her tongue against 
most people's. She is not to be in the 
secret, mind that. — I shall tell Mr. Bell ; 
he's a good old chap, and he will give me 
a character — he and you, are the only 
people who will know, that, by this day 
week, I shall be a full private, in the 
Prince's Lancers." 

'' Teddy, Teddy ! " was all that Haidee 
could articulate, as she buried her face in 
her hands, and burst into tears. But 
Teddy was adamant. — He made no reply ; 
merely locked the portmanteau noisily, 
and set to work to strap its all but 
bursting proportions. 

"You don't know the hardships you 
will have, the life you will lead," sobbed 
his sister, in a choked voice. " No one 
of your own class, no companions; and 
you have such a hot temper — you will 
live in the guard-room, or black hole, or 
whatever it is ! " 

"No fear," returned Teddy decisively; 
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** I'll curb my temper.— A whole regiment 
could not be half as aggravating as 
Mrs. B." 

'* You will have hard common work, — 
cooking perhaps, washing, grooming 
horses, cleaning boots," said his sister 
in tremulous tones. 

*' What harm ! Have you never heard 
of the dignity of labour ? " rejoined Teddy, 
still wrestling with the straps. 

*' You'll never get anything to eat, 
except beefsteak and onions," moaned 
this Job's comforter from the edge of 
the bed. 

'^ So much the better," cheerfully. ** I 
delight in beefsteak, — and strictly between 
you and me, — I'm passionately fond of 
onions ! It's no use, old lady, you can't 
choke me off," rising with a smile, and 
giving the portmanteau a kick, as much 
as to say, ** I've conquered you.'' 

''Wait even one week," she pleaded. 
''Wait at Mr. Bell's," she urged, suddenly 
standing up, and seizing him by the 
arm. " Wait even one night, and sleep on 
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it," imploringly. " If you go and enlist," 
leaning her head, against his tweed 
shoulder, " I shall be — miserable," sob- 
bing convulsively. 

"Not a bit of it," incredulously. '*I 
shall be promoted ; I shall get on, you'll 
see.— Cheer up, cheer up ; you've cried 
enough this morning, to float a troopship. 
Come now, be sensible ! One would think 
that I was going to die ! When I get 
furlough, I'll come and see you. I'U stop 
with old Mother Swoffer ; and I'll write — 
and of course you will write often. Now 
I must be off to Mr. BeU's. I'll look in 
again this evening to say good-bye to you 
and Gus, in the schoolroom, leave the 
garden door on the latch. — I'm going by 
the mail. Tell Jacobs to carry this port- 
manteau down to the * Barley Mow.' 
Cheer up, cheer up, and come along," 
pausing and looking back, with his hand 
on the handle of the door. " Who knows, 
but I may be carrying a portmanteau 
myself, before long," grinning. "Who 
knows, but I may be an officer^ s servant f " 
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*^ Teddy ! how can you ! " exclaimed his 
sister indignantly. "As if I was not 
wretched enough already ! I beUeve — 
you — you would be like that man in his- 
tory — who joked on the scaffold. — I really 
eZo," drying her eyes as she spoke, and 
following him slowly out of the room. 
« « « « « 

At nine o'clock that evening, Teddy 
returned to take leave of his sisters. He 
found them both awaiting him in the 
schoolroom, with very long faces indeed. 
Each with a parting present in her hand : 
Gussie's, a paper of sandwiches (in case 
he had oQt dined) ; Haidee, with all her 
little savings, in a not very plethoric- 
looking green leather purse. When the 
last moment came, Gussie clung to him 
with tears, and questions, and expostula- 
tions ; and wild valedictions on Mrs. Bra- 
bazon ; but it was Haidee who followed 
him out into the hall, and, snatching up a 
shawl, accompanied him down the still 
wet avenue, clinging to his arm in silence, 
(and secretly slipping her gift into the 
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pocket of his coat). The rain had ceased ; 
the cool night sky above them, was covered 
with wild tattered-looking clouds, chasing 
each other across a pale impassive moon. 
They opened the avenue gate, scarcely 
speaking to each other — their hearts were 
too full — and walked along the road, till 
a sudden turn brought the village lights 
into view; and here Teddy halted, and 
said in a husky voice — 

*' Now, you have come far enough 1 we 
must say good-bye here." And they said 
it, under an old ash, by the bend of the 
road. As they uttered their last words, 
and took their last embrace, a sharp gust 
of wind shook the tree, with a kind of long 
shivering sigh; and its heavy branches 
poured down a sudden shower of tears 
upon their pale up-turned faces — a bad 
omen, — if omens go for aught. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

THE BRABAZONS OP BARONSFORD. 

Mr. Adrian Brabazon had been an idle, 
indolent man ; whose speoialite was bril- 
Uant conversation, his predUeotion, con- 
genial society, and his Mte noire^ exertion 
or trouble of any kind ; and who, when 
his pretty, well-born wife died, and left 
him with four small children, had promptly 
despatched the boys to school, the girls 
to the care of their aunt (his sister), shut 
up Baronsford, and taken himself off 
abroad. — He spent a good deal of money, 
in an easy-going gentlemanly fashion; 
posing as an invalid, a connoisseur in 
cookery, a patron of the fine arts, and 
rambling from Italy to the South of 
France, from Paris to the German Spas, 
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in a kind of perennial circular tour. 
During his travels, lie ^^ picked up " (we 
quote the expression of the unmarried 
ladies in the immediate neighbourhood of 
Baronsford) ^'a low-born adventuress," and 
made her his second wife. — Beyond the 
fact, that she was " a Mrs. Jupp, widow, 
aged forty," nothing whatever was known 
of her antecedents ; although the ears of 
the Maxton gossips were literally aching 
for particulars ! Her former life, previous 
to her becoming Mrs. Brabazon, was, as 
far as they were concerned, enveloped in a 
cloud, which aU their united efforts failed 
to pierce ! 

To speak quite frankly, Mrs. Brabazon 
was not a lady by birth, — nor yet one of 
nature's gentlewomen ! She was a shrewd, 
sharp, scheming woman, of low origin and 
scant education, who had worked herself 
up step by step, and who had recently 
come abroad as confidential travelling 
maid, to an elderly lady in bad health. 
She and her employer, happened to be 
inmates of the same hotel in Paris as Mr. 
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Brabazon. It was an unhealthy season, 
low fever was prowling about, and carried 
off the elderly Englishwoman, as one of 
its first victims. — Mr. Brabazon himself, 
became dangerously ill, and was tenderly 
nursed back to convalescence by Mrs. 
Jupp, — who was a skilled sick nurse, and 
soft-voiced, soft-footed, sympathetic, and 
soothing. — She had no wish to return to 
England and seek for another situation, 
when, as she said to herself, ^^here was 
one to her hand, under the very same 
roof ; and who knew what might happen ? " 
(We cannot take upon ourselves to say, 
what vague possibilities were floating 
through Mrs. Jupp's brain at this period.) 
In addition to a small legacy, she had 
succeeded to her late mistress' handsome 
wardrobe; and made quite an imposing 
appearance, in soft cashmeres and rich 
black silks, and dainty little lace caps 
(whenever Mr. Brabazon was sufficiently 
convalescent, to notice such matters !). 
She spoke of herself, as companion only^ 
to her late **dear friend," and talked tear- 
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fully of better days, far more affluent cir- 
cumstances, and bewailed her losses in an 
apocryphal mine in Cornwall. N.B. — 
This was a pleasant little fiction ; for the 
real truth was, that in all her life, she had 
never been as prosperous as at the present 
moment ! and a large outlay of indiscrimi- 
nate flattery was the only investment, she 
had ever made. — Mr. Brabazon was greatly 
broken down by his illness, both in mind 
and body; but he was still capable of 
recognizing a lady, when he saw her ! And 
like the Scotchman, " he had his doots " 
about the widow Jupp — her lack of refine- 
ment, of education, her broad red hands, 
and her contempt for the letter H, told a 
tale of their own, in spite of ^* My inti- 
mate friend Lady Augusta Sharpshooter," 
and descriptions of the palmy ^* days that 
were no more." — Nevertheless Mrs. Jupp, 
had made herself very necessary to the 
invalid ; he Uked her ; he was grateful to 
her, she exactly understood his wants, 
knew his favourite little dishes, and did 
not suffer him to be troubled, or bored, — 
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his health was uncertain ; he told himself 
that he could not now dispense with her. 
In fact, to put the matter in another light, 
she would not be dispensed with ; and the 
miserable man knew it. — She clung to 
him like the traditional octopus; week 
after week she still remained at his side 
under one pretext or other, imperiously 
declaring that he was very ill, and totally 
unfit to be moved. — He hated the trouble 
of combating her stronger will, and, telling 
himself, that "he was acting for the best, 
and required a clever sensible woman to 
look after him," married her at the EngUsh 
church one morning in November, and as 
a reward, was carried away by his bride 
to Italy, immediately after the ceremony. 
Mrs. Jupp felt, as she signed the register, 
that she had now put the coping stone, 
to aU her successes ! She was the wife of 
one of the landed gentry. She, hush — 
who had been a lady* 8 maid. — For two 
or three years, they roamed about in an 
unsettled fashion, and at last took a small 
coimtry house, some miles from Florence. 
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as Mr. Brabazon had latterly become a con- 
firmed invalid, and never now went out, 
except in a bath chair. Mrs. Brabazon's 
great aim, was to obliterate her past, and 
to identify herself wholly, with her new 
character. With commendable ingenuity, 
she baffled all who would read the back 
pages of her history ; and artfully evaded 
leading questions ; — and yet, managing to 
nmke herself mistress of other people's 
affairs, with a blunt disregard for their 
susceptibilities, and a morbid craving for 
information, on matters that in no wiaff^ 
concerned her. — It was shrewdly noted, 
that she never named the period prior 
to her '^Hegira" (her marriage), and 
aU her friends — dear friends, over whom 
she gushed — were of very recent acquisi- 
tion. She did not dare to allude to Lady 
Augusta Sharpshooter and the Honour- 
able Mrs. Babbington now, as she had 
once done so glibly in Mr. Brabazon's sick 
room; it would be a dangerous experiment, 
as, for all she knew, she might be speaking 
to ** their sisters, their cousins, or their 
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aunts/' and they would naturally ask, and 
receive a reply to that never satisfactorily 
answered question, ^* Who was Mrs. 
Brabazon?" 

It was observed that names were cut 
out of her books (which were but few), 
that she had no accomplishments, did not 
know one note of music, from another, 
and shrank from all literary discussion^ 
like a sensitive plant. — But people were 
not aware, that she was laboriously 
educating herself in secret; that many 
and many an hour she spent, locked into 
her room, studying history, geography, 
and grammar, and wrote copy after copy, 
and pored over a manual on the ^* man- 
ners and customs of good society" till 
she could almost repeat it by heart ! In 
due time, she made herself acquainted 
with many useful facts, and wrote a 
formal, stiff, but by no means vulgar 
hand. She was very ready to pick up 
hints, and observed, and imitated with 
such success, that after a time, casual 
acquaintances never supposed, that she 
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had not been bom in the purple ! She 
had a caressing, purring manner, and 
was an adroit flatterer (when she had 
anything to gain) ; little did people guess, 
how shrill her voice could be, what ter- 
rible talons, were concealed beneath that 
velvet ^^patte," and that a very slight 
scratch on the polish she had recently 
acquired, revealed — a Tartar ! 

Gradually Mr. Brabazon became more 
and more feeble and decrepid, and during 
the last year of his life, his mind was much 
affected. At first he forgot things that 
happened, thirty years previously, then 
twenty, then ten, then last year — ^then 
yesterday. His state was not generally 
known, beyond the small retinue of ItaUan 
servants, as for years Mrs. Brabazon 
had conducted his correspondence, and 
managed all his business, and his present 
unhappy condition made no alteration in 
his affairs. — He had executed his will 
(his careful wife had seen to that); it 
had been in the hands of his English 
solicitors for the last three years. There 
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was nothing now to do, but wait for the 
end. It was a deplorable sight, this 
wreck of the once brilliant Adrian 
Brabazon, a bent, prematurely aged man, 
brought out to bask in a wicker chaix on 
the terrace in the sun (and scolded and 
hustled about like a child by his former 
respectful valet, and present imperious 
keeper), sitting under the white walls of 
the house, with a blank neutral face, 
looking out upon nothing, with tears 
constantly rolling down his cheeks, and 
muttering foolish disconnected sentences. 
Mrs. Brabazon occasionally relaxed her 
watch, and spent a few days in Florence, 
where she posed as a martyr to circum- 
stances, and a model of all the wifely 
virtues ! She corresponded with her step- 
children from time to time, stiff conven- 
tional letters, whose contents might have 
been posted in the market place ; but she 
firmly repressed any desire on their part, 
to come abroad and see their dear papa ! 
The miserable state of his health, she 
declared in one of her first epistles, she 
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wrote to them after her marriage, pre- 
cluded their much desired visit, although 
personally she was languishing to make 
their acquaintance. — ^At last one day, 
they received a letter with an inch- 
deep hlack border, announcing the not 
unexpected death of their father ; and 
Mrs. Brabazon having buried him under 
a touching and handsome white monu- 
ment, in the cemetery at Florence, dis- 
posed of her villa, and dismissed her 
servants, returned as a widow to reign at 
Baronsford. 

The will created a profound sensation. 
— Everything was left in the hands of 
Mrs. Brabazon, until Florian attained 
his majority, and he was not to 
come of age until he was twenty-five : 
over the fortunes of her step-daughters 
and their matrimonial possibilities, her 
power was absolute. She was sole 
mistress of the property, till Florian 
came of age, and guardian to the four 
young Brabazons. — The interest of the 
money in the funds, the whole yearly 
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rental of Baronsford, and the nice large 
quarterly dividends accruing from the 
first Mrs. Brahazon's fortune, was exclu- 
sively hers, during the minority of the 
testator's children. — There were no ex- 
ecutors, no trustees ; all power was vested 
in one person, and that person was the 
widow! 

^^ The will of a mad man ! " shrieked 
public opinion. ^* A shameful, unnatural, 
wicJced will; most unfair to the young 
people." It would never surprise them, 
some people declared, if Mrs. Brabazon 
had actually dictated the document her- 
self — and she had. 

" Most unaccountable ! " exclaimed 
Miss Jane Brabazon, the late gentleman's 
spinster sister, who lived in a large white 
house, near the village, and had given 
her nieces a home during their early 
years. ^^ Adrian must have had immense 
confidence in his wife. I sincerely hope 
that it will turn out that it has been well 
placed. I would gladly have acted as 
joint guardian or trustee. Most un- 
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accountable," di-awing forth, unfolding, 
and shaking out a clean handkerchief, 
her invariable habit when she was exer- 
cised in her mind. 

But after a while public opinion veered 
round (like a weathercock that it is) ; 
ditto Miss Jane, and gravely declared, 
*'that when you came to look into the 
matter, the will gained upon you, and 
that really after all, Adrian Brabazon had 
more sense than they imagined. It was 
far wiser to leave the property in the 
hands of a clever, sensible person, like 
Mrs. B., who would keep the house to- 
gether, and probably put by the money 
she saved for the benefit of her step- 
children? and be a second mother to 
them all, than if everything had gone to 
idle, thriftless, extrava<gant Florian." 

Mr. Pratt, the banker, had praised the 
widow up to the skies, as a wonderfully 
clear-beaded, business-like woman, who 
had a capital idea of shares and invest- 
ments ; in fact, it was positively a pleasure 
to deal with h^r! Now that she had 
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attained her heart's desire — wealth, posi- 
tion, and ease for the rest of her life, 
Mrs. Brabazon sought to open the doors 
of all the upper ten in the county, to 
the new mistress of Baronsford. This 
was easier said than done ! The late 
Mrs. Brabazon, had been an earl's grand- 
daughter, ^'but who was this woman? " 
her neighbours asked themselves super- 
ciliously, over their five o'clock tea. 
However, her foreign polish, and her 
adaptable character, and the titled ac- 
quaintances she had made on the con- 
tinent (and of whom she spoke in terms 
of easy familiarity, and warm afiection) 
proved more than a match for the most 
exclusive, and she soon gained a footing 
in the best circles, picked her steps care- 
fully among local prejudices, expressed 
rapture with her surroundings, subscribed 
largely to two popular charities, and felt 
that she had now established herself 
firmly in the county. — If there were a 
few scandalous surmises about her, they 
were soon silenced. Had not the austere 
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Miss Jane, pronounced her sister-in-law 
*' an amiable, sensible, agreeable woman? " 
And Miss Jane's opinion went forth, as 
a kind of social 'Vukase"; for she was 
universally looked up to, and respected. 
Alas ! for her, dear old lady ! she was 
but as a babe, in the hands of her clever 
crafty sister-in-law. An humbly worded 
appeal, for advice on a few minor matters, 
half a dozen crocodile tears, and an 
enthusiastic admiration of Miss Jane's 
two black cats, had done the business ! 
Mrs. Brabazon was a nice new broom ; 
every one was loud in her praises, every 
one — almost — was charmed with her ; and 
she continued to enact the part of new 
broom, until her popularity was entirely 
accomplished ; then she cast it aside, and 
briskly set to work with the besom of 
destruction ! Old servants, who reckoned 
on ending their lives in the family, 
were dismissed with superb characters, 
and a month's wages ; venerable dogs 
and horses, who were dozing away the 
evening of their days, after years of faith- 
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ful service, were discharged in another 
fashion — to wit, brought out and shot. 
Family pensioners were informed that 
their doles must cease. Gussie and 
Haidee's maid, was among the banished ; 
their music master, had a polite notifica- 
tion that his attendance was no longer 
required ; and the young ladies were put 
on an allowance of twenty pounds sterling 
each per annum, to cover all expenses 
in the way of dress, travelling, and 
stationery, aye, and stamps ! It was in 
vain, that the Misses Brabazon cried out, 
and declared that goody Stokes would 
starve, that Toby (who lay under sen- 
tence of death) had been their mother's 
pony ! Mrs. Brabazon cared for none 
of these things ! no expostulations moved 
her; and the changes were carried out 
according to her orders, inflexibly, but 
quietly. They did not filter to the ears 
of her wealthy neighbours ; but they were 
discussed in the village, with bated breath, 
and many ominous shakings of heads, 
and lifting of hands. 
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*' Poverty " was this thrifty lady's plea, 
'' Ketrenohment" her war cry; and she 
set about saving con amore (entirely, be 
it understood, at the expense of other 
people). For herself, she dressed as be- 
came her age and position, to quote her 
own words, kept a handsome carriage, 
and pair of horses, went out a good deal, 
took an occasional trip to London, leaving 
her own body servant (the respectable 
Nokes) as viceroy, and invested with the 
keys. — She lived a life, entirely apart from 
her step -daughters ; they were rarely seen 
in her company ; she did not approve of 
dinner parties for young people, nor 
morning calls ; but now and then she 
appeared at an afternoon tea, accompanied 
by two shabby, silent, frightened looking 
girls, whom she introduced as *' Miss 
Brabazon and Miss Haidee Brabazon." 

Augusta, who had tasted of the sweets 
of regency, in a very mild form (she was 
seventeen at the time of her father's 
death) had been disposed to cling to 
some vestige of power, and to make a 



THE BRABAZONS OF BARONSFORD. 59 

stand against her step-mother's sweeping 
reforms; but, in one sharp, short, but 
wholly decisive, engagement, she was 
routed with immense loss, and obliged to 
beat a humiliating retreat, in floods of 
tears and the deepest disgrace, and had 
never since dared to rally her forces — it 
had been a moral Waterloo ! 

No, no ; Mrs. Brabazon was not enthu- 
siastic about her step-daughters; they 
were useful in the house, and did not 
interfere with her elegant leisure, and 
she kept tliem well in the background, 
with an iron hand. As for Teddy, she 
detested him. — He made no secret of his 
dislike to the new regime; he chafled 
Nokes under her mistress's nose, he 
brought dogs into the schoolroom, he 
banged doors, he smoked, he argued the 
point, and was altogether prominently 
defiant and disobedient. Florian, Mrs. 
Brabazon preferred to her other step- 
children (presumably because she saw so 
little of him) ; he was three-and-twenty, 
without any profession, or occupation. 
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beyond what Teddy facetiously termed 
'^ inspector of public buildings ; " an indo- 
lent, idle young sybarite ; — ^his father's 
counterpart, minus his father's charms 
of manner and person ; — ^lounging about 
London clubs and theatres, without any 
special taste, without any special weak- 
ness, and without any positive object in 
life, beyond the slaughter of his deadly 
enemy, " Time." 

Miss Jane Brabazon, was Mr. Brabazon's 
only sister ; a richly endowed maiden lady 
— thanks to a wealthy godmother — who 
lived near the village, to which she enacted 
the part of Lady Bountiful ; but a despotic 
Lady Bountiful, bie7i entendu! poking her 
long nose into every suspicious looking 
corner, asking many awkward questions, 
exhorting, advising, rebuking, and en- 
treating, and doling out money, wine, 
coals, and blankets, with large-handed 
generosity. In appearance, she was a 
lady of about sixty, brisk as a bee, and 
upright as a young fir tree, with a thin 
face, and little sharp dark eyes, into 
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which Mrs. Brabazon threw no end of 
dust. — She wore her silver grey hair 
arranged in four model sausage curls on 
either temple, so round and regular were 
they, that they looked as if they were 
stuffed ; a real cap with strings tied under 
her chin, a black silk dress (made in the 
fashion of 1855), black mittens, a mon- 
strous mourning brooch, representing a 
landscape (funeral urn and weeping wil- 
low) in human hair, and gold spectacles. 
To this sketch of her outward woman, 
we may add, a little basket, containing 
three bimches of keys, and a red knitted 
jug full of coppers, which key basket, 
gossips declared, accompanied her even 
to church ; but this was a libel. 

Miss Jane had a cold manner, and, 
strange to say, a hot temper ; the one was 
acquired, the other constitutional. She 
was prejudiced, narrow minded, warm 
hearted, and charitable ; not given to 
scandal, nor the too microscopic in- 
spection of her neighbours' affairs ; never 
meddling in other people's business, save 
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and except her own little flock, — and 
here she believed most sincerely that she 
meddled for their good. — Very fond of 
her nieces, and nephew (not Florian), 
though she always contrived to give them 
quite a contrary impression. But she 
considered it her bounden duty to 
correct their faults, and warn them 
sharply against their bad habits, such 
as stooping, giggling, untidiness, want 
of manners, and slang, etc., etc. ; so that 
her conversations usually bore an unfor- 
tunate resemblance to a lecture, with a 
few of the old lady's own experiences 
thrown in, to give the matter colouring 
and weight ; and her nephew and nieces, 
looked upon her abode with distrust, and 
regarded it as the tabernacle of the 
demon Dullness. — No novel had ever 
passed its threshold since those of Miss 
Porter and Miss Burney ; no jokes were 
uttered within its dustless rooms; ^^no 
dogs admitted," in deference to the wishes 
of Miss Jane's two black cats — Moses and 
Lady Louisa. 
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Teddy was unmistakably Miss Jane's 
favourite, thoagh many a bitter rating 
she had given him; still there was an 
encouraging twinkle in her eye at the 
very worst of times ; and it was a well- 
known fact in the family circle, that she 
would never listen to a word against him, 
and reserved the privilege of scolding him 
entirely to herself. — 

However, he had been in the very 
deepest disgrace ever since the previous 
Christmas, when he had perpetrated an 
enormity which threw all his previous 
misdemeanours entirely into the shade. — 

How often, and how vainly, had Gussie 
impressed upon her younger brother, that 
his taste for dressing up and playing 
practical jokes, would lead to his social 
destruction ! 
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CHAPTER V. 

TOO BAD OF TEDDY. 

Miss Jane Brabazon's eloquence, when 
she expounded on the manners and cus- 
toms of "the good old times," was both 
excusable and interesting; she was averse 
to progress on principle. — '^ How did our 
worthy grand-parents manage, without 
these new-fangled things ? " was her 
invariable query, and mode of throwing 
cold water on every local innovation. 
Although she tolerated railways, in her 
secret heart she had a hankering and 
yearning after the spanking teams and 
the " Rockets " and " Lightnings " of her 
youth; tramways, underground locomo- 
tion, and telegrams, were her aversion — 
post cards, her special detestation. — She 
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was fully persuaded that there was a 
lamentable falling off in the rising gene- 
ration, and that many virtues, and many 
very superior qualities, were rapidly be- 
coming as extinct as the mastodon! 
Everything had changed for the worse 
since her young days, even the climate. 
However, one thing was certain — Christ- 
mas festivities should never die out of 
Maxton village, as long as she was above 
ground. — She believed in Christmas 
turkeys, Christmas puddings, Christmas 
carols, and Christmas boxes; year after 
year, she paid a mysterious solitary visit 
to the metropolis, provided with a long 
list, of what she thought would be 
suitable and seasonable presents, for old 
and young ; she invariably sounded Gus- 
sie, with regard to Haidee's wants, and 
Haidee, on the subject of Gussie's defi- 
ciencies; both young ladies, feeling bound 
to express a certain amount of gratified 
surprise, when the gifts were duly pre- 
sented. Each inmate of Baronsford, was 
endowed with something-; from the girls 
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down to the scuUerymaid (of course with 
perceptible gradations). More than this, 
no one in the village was forgotten. — To 
behold Miss Jane on a certain frosty 
morning, early in December, seated at a 
round table, in her own private sanctum, 
Ute-a-Ute with her eldest niece, and in 
solemn conclave over her ^^ lists," was to 
see the spectacle, of a worthy old lady at 
her very wit's end ! wrinkles on her brow, 
her glasses planted on the top of her cap, 
—(she had excellent sight) — ^her pen 
poised ■ in her hand, in a great state of 
mental fog and mental fuss; afifording a 
sharp contrast to her self-possessed little 
companion, who languidly stroked Lady 
Louisa, and made impossible, exasperat- 
ing, suggestions. — Lady Louisa, with her 
black satin coat, and emerald green slits 
of eyes, lay on a newspaper on the table, 
in a condition of superb contentment ; 
and no wonder ! It was whispered in the 
village, that it was on her account the 
fishmonger's bills, were so heavy an 
item in the economy of the White House 
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(whose menage afiforded a perennial source 
of interest"); that every morning she 
voraciously devoured, a tin of sardines for 
her delicate breakfast. — These were agree- 
able little fictions, that tickled the ears of 
the imaginative ; but, all the same, it was 
quite true, that no sacred creature of 
Isis, no glorified Egyptian cat, was ever 
more luxuriously entertained, than Miss 
Jane's august favourite. Lady Louisa — 
— poacher and thief ! 

'^ What can I give the Joneses this time, 
Augusta?" wearily demanded MissBraba- 
zon, pen in hand. ^^ It must not be more 
expensive, than the SwoflFers', for fear of 
giving ofifence. It was a clock last year," 
referring to her book, and following down 
a column with one lean finger. ''A tea- 
set they have had; a mangle, blankets, 
bedding, a lamp. You see they are old 
people, very particular — and a little 
jealous," lowering her voice. 

''Yes,'' interrupted Gussie,with a laugh; 
'' I remember last year, how Mrs. Jones 
grumbled, because there was what she 
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called great disparagement between her 
Christmas box, and Mrs. Grant's. I would 
give them nothing, if it were me ; " — 
anxious to turn her aunt's liberahty, into 
a more personal channel. 

" That's nonsense. You know, "retorted 
Miss Jane impatiently, "it is my rule, 
and Christmas comes but once a year ! 
But, to tell you the truth, my dear, I 
never was so much at a loss, as I am this 
time. I really have not an idea, of what 
to give anyone," looking hopelessly round 
a littered table, as she spoke. 

Now, be it known, that Augusta had 
thrown out more than one broad hint to the 
eflfect, that, as far as she was concerned, a 
sealskin jacket, would meet her wishes ! 
and had even strengthened her veiled sug- 
gestions, by coming down to the White 
House shivering in a thread-bare summer 
garment.— Cunning Gussie, who had a 
warm (but countrified) cloth coat at home, 
and was merely endeavouring to work 
upon her venerable relative's compassion- 
ate feelings. ** I had such a famiy dream 
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last night," she said, laughing rather 
aflfectedly, and stroking Lady Louisa, 
with her head on one side. '* Lady 
Louisa's lovely coat reminds me of it. 
Only fancy ! I dreamt that I was given a 
splendid sealskin paletot, haK-shaped, and 
deliciously long, just like Mrs. Braba- 
zon's ! And who do you think gave it to 
me " — leaning both elbows on the table, 
and looking over at her relation with a 
confidential smile — *' but you ? You dear 
old, generous, Aunt Jane ! " 

"Did I, indeed? " — retorted that lady, in 
a chill unpromising voice ; " but dreams, 
as of course you are aware, always go by 
contraries.''' Which was a severe snub 
for Miss Augusta, who sat quenched, and 
crimson. " I wish I knew what to give 
the Dixons," proceeded Miss Brabazon, 
returning to the charge, with her pen 
again uplifted in the air, "they had a 
warming-pan last year, you know. Eh ! " 

"It's no matter what you give any of 
them," returned her niece irritably, "they 
will grumble all the same ! I never knew 
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such a set ! If the weather is fine they 
want rain, if it is wet, they want fine 
weather; give them coals, they wanted 
money ; money, they wanted coals. They 
would grumble in Heaven; for if they 
managed to get there by the strait way, 
they would think it a hardship, that the 
broader road had not answered equally 
well." 

^' Gussie, my dear ! how can you be so 
irreverent?" exclaimed her aunt in a 
tone of pious horror. '^ You young people 
of the present day are really " 

"Most unaccountable," snapped out 
Augusta, reckless of her words, seizing 
her mufi", and jumping up as she spoke ; 
and having taken an abrupt leave of her 
companion she departed; secretly, sorely 
disappointed, that her aunt had not met 
her views, with regard to the sealskin. 
" Horrid, stingy old thing," she said, as 
she permitted herself the pleasure of 
slamming the front door. " I would not 
have helped her, and slaved with her lists, 
if I had not thought she was sure to be in 
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a good humour ! If she gives ine a 
trumpery desk, or a nasty little work- 
basket, I shall not take it — that I shan't," 
quoth Miss Brabazon, half aloud, as she 
stalked home through the frost, her little 
heart swelling high with virtuous indig- 
nation and a sense of underrated merit. 

Miss Jane's Christmas party this season, 
had been on a scale of unusual magnifi- 
cence; she had even condescended to 
borrow a silver cake-basket, and two pairs 
of candlesticks, and some dozen spoons, 
from Baronsford ; and Nokes had started 
early in the afternoon, in her best black 
alpaca, and in charge of the plate, to help 
the servants at the White House, she 
said, — but in reality, to spend a couple of 
hours in sprightly dalliance, with invul- 
nerable Mr. Cox. 

At haK-past eight punctually, Plorian, 
Gussie, and Haidee, assembled in the haU, 
with gloomy faces, and an interchange of 
critical and not, strictly speaking, com- 
plimentary remarks, anent each other's 
appearance. — Mrs. Brabazon was not at 
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home, — and at the last moment, Teddy 
arrived, with his head tied up in flannel, 
and an expression of heart-rending anguish, 
on his usually beaming countenance, 
pleading " tooth-ache." This statement, 
was received with very dubious looks, and 
qualified expressions of belief, by his 
relatives; especially as they themselves, 
were setting forth with the deepest re- 
luctance. — But to all their ejaculations 
of angry, and contemptuous incredulity, 
their brother merely replied, by holding 
his face in his hands, shaking his head 
piteously, and uttering low, agonizing, 
moans ! Consequently, they were forced 
to be the bearers of his polite excuses to 
his aunt, and went down the avenue 
loudly declaring '* that they did not 
believe Teddy had tooth-ache any more 
than they had, and it was very hard, they 
should have to go; loathing the enter- 
tainment just as much as he did, and be 
obhged to tell stories for Teddy, into the 
bargain ! '' 

^' Take notice, all of you," said Haidde, 
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giving her aunt's door bell a vicious jerk 
as she spoke, *' that I engage tooth-ache 
for myself next time." 

Most of the company at the White 
House had already arrived, when the two 
Miss Brabazon's, with meek faces, and 
in washed white muslins, made their 
appearance in the drawing-room. — Soon 
they were seated, and refreshed with 
tea or coffee, borne about by Cox, Miss 
Jane's retainer, in a stealthy manner, 
on a large silver tray, and plied with 
cake and bread and butter, by an aux- 
iliary, buttons. Music there was : Gussie 
played Thalberg's *' Home, sweet Home " 
with her usual brilliancy, and it proved 
a wonderful incentive to conversation ; — 
before the first ^page was turned, there was 
a strong buzz of voices, as a gratuitous 
vocal accompaniment. 

Next to the piano, came Mr. Bell, the 
rector, a cheery, broad-shouldered, ruddy- 
faced gentleman, who bellowed a passion- 
ate entreaty to *^ the maid of Athens " to 
restore his heart ; he was in turn sue- 
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ceeded, by two pale, plaintive-looking sis- 
ters, who executed a duet, which sounded 
something like a pair of angry sparrows, 
fighting in a hedge, and was supposed by 
all (excepting the gentleman who turned 
over the leaves), to have been in Italian. 

Thus St. Cecilia had been propitiated ; 
and now the serious business of the even- 
ing commenced. — Cards. " Nap '* was 
selected by the young people; whilst 
two solemn whist tables, were set out 
for the elders; at which silence reigned, 
and gold and silver pieces, shone upon 
the green cloth. 

Miss Jane was fond of whist, — and, 
entre nouSj considered herself a first-class 
player. — She was preparing to enjoy her 
rubber thoroughly ; her old eyes sparkled, 
the comers of her mouth twitched, and 
her wrinkled jewelled fingers beat a slow 
triumphal movement on the table, for 
had she not cut her favourite partner. 
Sir Thomas Burton, and had she not 
three heavy trumps in her own hand ! 
As she sat patiently waiting, (whilst old 
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Mrs. Maxwell made up her mind between 
two cards,) she glanced complacently 
round upon her other guests. Cries of 
''1 go two!'' ''1 go three!" ''1 go 
nap ! " came from the younger and more 
boisterous company. Yes ! just as she 
liked to see it ! there was Gussie banking 
with Mr. Vashon, and Florian beside 
Miss Brass. But what did Cox mean 
by making those mysterious signals from 
the door? His gestures were urgent, 
even violent. No angry shaking of her 
head availed her, she must rise and find 
out what he wanted. In another second, 
she had bustled over, cards in hand. 

*' A person downstairs to see me 1 
Preposterous ! I really wonder at you, 
Cox. You ought to know better than 
to bring me such a message. Tell him 
I'm engaged — particularly engaged," in 
an angry undertone. 

^'But he says he won't stir till he 
sees you, ma'am ; and he is most owda- 
cious in his talk ; and he's sitting in the 
hall as solid as a graven image." 
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*' Nonsense,'' indignantly. " Why don't 
you turn Mm out, or send for the 
police ? What's he like, eh ? " 

''Oh, elderly; a big man, and very 
shabby." 

'' Most unaccountable ! " she ejacu- 
lated, casting her eyes towards the card- 
table. '' However, send him away, tell 
him he must go," moving off. 

'' Stop, ma'am, one moment," cried 
Cox in a husky whisper, ''he — he — he — 
says he's a relation ! ! " 

"A whatf^^ exclaimed Miss Jane, 
becoming instantly the colour of a lemon ; 
whilst her wrinkled old taper hands 
trembled perceptibly, and she and the 
worthy Cox gazed at each other in 
silence for two seconds. — Yes! their 
suspicions were the same ! " Mr. Bell," 
she said, accosting the rector in a quaver- 
ing voice, " might I trouble you to take 
my hand for a few moments ; I shall be 
back immediately;" but it was nearly 
half-an-hour, before she returned to the 
card-table. 
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Meanwhile, her guests amused them- 
selves quite as much, as if she had been 
present; in fact the young people, un- 
restrained by her eye^ waxed exceedingly 
hilarious and noisy, over a wildly ex- 
citing game of ''grab." And the old 
people thought, and reckoned, and gazed 
meditatively over their spectacles, and 
begged to be allowed ''to look at the 
last trick," and won and lost, and 
enjoyed themselves, hugely, in their own 
special fashion. And a couple of fire- 
brands, sat aloof on the sofa, and talked 
enough scandal to take the roof off the 
virtuous White House; and two young 
people in retirement, — in a comer near the 
piano, — were so wrapt up in each other's 
society, and the mutual interchange of 
soft nothings, that they were absolutely 
ignorant, of their hostess's absence ! 

After some time, Miss Brabazon re- 
turned, looking very grave indeed, and 
resumed her place with many apologies ; 
but it was easy to see, that her mind 
was distrait and preoccupied. 
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/*I hope to mercy nothing has hap- 
pened to the supper!" ejaculated one 
of the matrons on the sofa, as she drew 
her friend's attention, to their hostess's 
face of unmistakable solemnity. 

Sir Thomas stared at her, in indignant 
incredulity, and grunted, and frowned, 
and jerked himself up and down in his 
chair, as she ruthlessly trumped his very 
best cards, and wasted her finest suit; 
her play was wild, her blunders out- 
rageous, altogether they had a bad 
evening, and their losses were serious ! 
At length supper was announced, and 
the card-tables broke up, counted their 
gains or bemoaned their bad luck, and 
trooped down to what experience assured 
them would be a most rechercM repast. 
And so it was ! '^ But over all there hung 
a sense of fear, a sense of mystery their 
spirit daunted," a mystery, not to be dis- 
persed by boned turkey, and dry cham- 
pagne ! Sir Thomas was like a thunder 
cloud; he had lost no less than four 
pounds ten. — Miss Brabazon herself 
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nobly represented the death's head at the 
feast, and even Cox's countenance, wore 
an expression of impenetrable gloom. 
Yes, it was a very heavy supper indeed, 
in spite of the popping of corks, and a 
regular fusillade of crackers. 

At one o'clock the guests took their 
departure. Our young people walked 
home along the hard frosty road, dis- 
cussing the evening's entertainment, with 
more or less animation. 

"It was ten times better than the 
last," said Gussie jovially. . "Not half 
so many old caterpillars as usual, and, 
let me see," reckoning to herseK, "four 
young men, not counting you, Flo." 

"Yes, that's the reason you liked 
it," interrupted Haidee contemptuously; 
" and with two out of the foui* to talk to, 
one at each side of you, you were as 
happy as a queen, and looked like " 

" An ass between two bundles of hay," 
suggested Florian languidly, removing his 
cheroot. 

"But I was different," proceeded 
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Haidee, as if she had not heard this vulgar 
remark ; " I actually lost three and nine- 
pence, at those vile cards." 

" Why did you not bank with George 
Jessop when he asked you ? " said Gussie 
in a tone of friendly expostulation. 

'^ Because I'm not like you. — / don't 
want strangers to pay for my losings, and 
I detest George Jessop ! " explosively. 

" You need not tell us that," returned 
her sister with a giggle, *' you showed it 
sufficiently plainly ; you gave him a fine 
view of the back of your head, most of the 
evening. But I quite agree with you ; 
he is too lady-like a young man, to be 
tolerated; he is always so very piano, 
that he has invariably the effect of making 
me tremendously fort^ — just to shock his 
deKcate nerves." 

'* Talking of shocks," observed Florian, 
*' what was the matter with our venerable 
relative this evening ? " 

*' Yes. Did you remark her going out 
of the room ? and the length of her face 
when she returned ! She looked as if she 
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had seen a ghost. I wonder what Cox 
was telling her ? " exclaimed Gussie with 
deepening interest. 

*' Probably that the cook was intoxi- 
cated ; or that Moses and Lady Louisa had 
stolen the salmon/' returned Haidee, who 
was now rapidly recovering from the loss 
of her unhappy three and ninepence. 

" The supper wasn't bad ! " remarked 
Florian condescendingly. '^I wonder 
where the old girl gets her champagne ? 
But upstairs, the business was deadly. I 
never put in a more ghastly evening." 

'* Why, I thought you seemed to enjoy it 
very much," rejoined Gussie indignantly. 
*' I heard you asking Miss Brass for her 
photo, and offering her a mount. You 
were getting on like a house on fire. You 
did enjoy yourself," combatively. 

'' One must say something * pour passer 
le temps ; ' but sitting round a table with 
a pack of fiddle-headed young women, 
playing a twopenny game of cards, is 
certainly not my idea of pleasure," 
returned her brother loftily, as he 

YOL. I. o 
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ascended the steps, and threw open 
their own hall door with a loud bang. 
As the trio entered, a tall figure, with a 
flat candlestick in one hand, approached 
from the far side of the hall, and dramati- 
cally beckoned them towards the school- 
room ! It seemed to be an old man, in 
shabby clothes, and his gestures were — to 
say the least of it — ^imperious and decided, 
as he turned once more, and gravely 
waved them forward. 

" Who on earth is it ? " whispered 
Gussie, turning a little pale. *' A robber ? " 

** A lunatic, or a ghost," suggested her 
sister, shrinking behind Florian, who, 
armed with a stout stick, was advancing 
rapidly — for him — on the position, or, in 
other words, the mysterious stranger in 
the schoolroom. 

One bedroom candle, but dimly lit up 
the apartment, as they entered in a 
compact body, and found a ragged, gaunt 
figure, with slouch hat, red worsted 
comforter, and crimson nose, standing in 
a magisterial attitude, with his back to 
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the empty grate. — He surveyed them 
calmly for some seconds, his head a little 
thrown back^ his eyes half closed, and then 
with one accord the word, " Teddy," burst 
from his indignant, and bewildered sisters. 

^^ Upon my word, Teddy," exclaimed 
Florian angrily, " this is very nice indeed 1 
Are you aware that it is not Guy Fawkes 
day, nor even the first of April ? " 
' To this harangue the culprit made no 
answer, beyond a deliberate closing of his 
left eye. 

" So this is what you call tooth-ache ! " 
proceeded the other, with scathing sar- 
casm ; ** dressing up and playing the fool, 
and shirking your social duties. Come, 
give us the key to the riddle. What has 
been your little game ? What the deuce 
do you mean ? " 

'* All right. Don't hurry me, and I'll 
tell you the whole story," returned Teddy', 
looking i^ound at his sisters in a conde- 
scending manner, and pulling down his 
ragged shirt cufifs. 

'' Then get on, and don't keep us here 
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all night," said Gussie impatiently, now 
seating herself, candle in hand, whilst 
Haidee lit two tapers on the chimney 
piece to farther illuminate the scene. 

*^ Well," clearing his throat, ** to begin 
with ; what would you take me for, all of 
you ? " proudly surveying his audience, 
with his thumbs in the arm-holes of his 
waistcoat. 

'^ Let's have a look at you," said Haidee, 
holding up a candle, and revealing the 
infirmities of Teddy's coat, and trousers ; 
his butcher boots, battered white hat, and 
face deftly painted to represent age — age 
with a fiery nose ! 

*' This is your coat, Flo," he observed 
apologetically. ^^ Mary sewed on the 
patches and I ripped up a couple of the 
seams. No harm done," reassuringly. 
'^ The hat is the property of the garden 
scarecrow, the tie, an antimacassar " 

**But what does it all meanf inter- 
rupted Florian, glaring at his brother 
resentfully. " Are we to sit here, at one 
o'clock in the morning, listening to the 
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history of all the old clothes in the 
house ? " 

" Come then! " said Teddy, impetuously 
cocking his hat raflSshly over his eyes, 
'* What would you take me for ? One at a 
time if you please." 

" For an idiot," responded Florian with 
unusual promptitude- 

** A broken down burglar, out of work," 
suggested Gussie. 

"Anescaped convict, "chimed in Haidee. 

TedJiy received these doubtful, not to 
say left-handed compliments, with a grin of 
delighted complacency, and then glancing 
round the little circle, said impressively, 
" Then none of you would take me for 
Uncle Sandy, eh ? Well," with a trium- 
phant chuckle, '' Aunt Jane did I " 

" You had better all sit down," he con- 
tinued graciously, seeing the effect of this 
announcement on his relations. " Take 
your seats, ladies and gentlemen," waving 
his hand hospitably, " for it's a long story. 
I've lately, as you are aware, been on 
distant, not to say delicate terms, with 
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our respected aunt; and you, Florian, bet 
me half-a-crown the other day, that I 
would never, as long as I lived, see the 
colour of her money. Oblige me by hand- 
ing over that half-crown. I've a cheque 
here," producing a slip of paper, '*for fifty 
pounds.'' 

''Oh, Teddy!'' gasped Haid^e, half 
rising from her chair, " then it was you 
who sent for her this evening. What 
awful thing, have you been doing noio ? " 

" You all know," he proceeded in a tone 
of easy narration, and not deigning to 
notice this interruption, "the family 
legend of Uncle Sandy? Uncle Sandy, 
who disappeared twenty-five years ago, 
and whose problematicstl return ' home- 
less, ragged, and tanned,' has been the 
one nightmare, of Aunt Jane's existence. 
Family black sheep business, etc." 

"Well, get on, get on, for goodness 
sake ! You are as long winded as Mr. 
Bell," urged Florian impatiently. 

"It tvas very weU, it was splendid," 
bursting into a roar of laughter, whilst 
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his audience sat by with faces of the 
deepest gravity, and disgust. 

" You know," struggling for composure, 
**my talent for making up (my one talent). 
After your departure, I went and painted 
my face, and tired my head, in this old 
wig, and succeeded beyond my warmest 
expectations in resembling a ruffian of 
the deepest dye ! I then salKed forth, and 
made my way to the scene of revelry, and 
after some parley, effected a lodgment in 
the hall, from which vantage ground I 
flatly refused to retire,' although Cox 
swore that he would bring in four coach- 
men and bundle me out. — I assured him 
that if he did, I would smash the clock, 
barometer, and all small articles within 
reach, and yell fire, police, and murder, 
so as to bring down the whole company, 
including Miss Jane. — Then I drew him 
towards me, and whispered in his dis- 
believing ear, the magic words, 'gentle- 
man,' 'relation,' and in the end, he went 
upstairs, and actually came down with 
my aunt in tow ! Meanwhile, I retired 
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into the dining room, so that no profane 
or vulgar eye, should witness the meeting 
between the long parted brother and 
sister." Here the young gentleman was 
obliged to stop to take breath. 

'* Toddy, how you could dare f " ejacu- 
lated Haidee in a choked voice. 

'' Dare indeed," contemptuously. ^'Well, 
in she came, bristling like a porcupine, 
but before she had time to say, ' Jack 
Eobinson,' I fell upon her neck, and 
hugged all the breath out of her body, 
and asked her ' if ^she had forgotten poor 
Sandy?'" 

**Mind you," pausing pompously, finger 
in air, '' I did not say I was Sandy." 

'* And she took you for him?" demanded 
his stupefied elder sister, in a tone of awed 
incredulity. 

*' She had no other alternative, my dear 
Augusta! I drew her down beside me, 
my arm enfolded round her waist, and 
poured a host of questions into her ear, 
about the family — all correct, of course. 
I flooded her mind with reminiscences. 
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and gave her no time, to get in a word 
edgeways for fully ten minutes. — At last 
she stammered out, * Where had I been ? ' 

*^ Where I had not been!" spreading 
out both his hands expansively, ''was 
more to the purpose ! Australia, New 
Guinea, Santa Fe de Bogota, the Lac- 
cadive Islands." 

" The Laccadive Islands ! ! " echoed 
Haidee in a tone of respectful admiration ; 
'' I don't even know where they are ! " 

*' Neither do I," returned Teddy cooUy, 
''but you must not interrupt, my good 
girl. And now, an old and broken man, I 
had come home to lay my bones beside 
hers. At this point, we had arrived at 
what, I supJ)ose, you would call, the 
climax of the situation." 

Within the last few minutes, the 
audience had been reinforced by Nokes, 
who, in picturesque nigligej stood listen- 
ing in speechless horror, whilst the story- 
teller, hat in hand, gesticulated before 
them, with great animation. 

" I assured Miss Jane," he proceeded 
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glibly, **that I had no wish to detain 
her from her guests, but that I was 
ravenous, and so I was^'' with an expla- 
natory aside, '^and the supper smelt un- 
commonly good. She could not, of course, 
refuse me; and in ten minutes, I had 
made an excellent meal — you know my 
capabiUties — raised pie, truffled turkey, 
and champagne to the mast head ! I then 
gently but firmly broke it to her, that I 
had pressing need of fifty pounds at once, 
and that from what I knew of her — ^which 
was an awful banger — she would be only 
too glad, to have it in her power to obHge 
me ! She was by no means as dehghted 
as you might expect ! No, by no means, 
by George ! She u a hard one to part 
with her money. However, when I 
hinted that I would go upstairs, and mix 
with the company, and see some of my 
old friends, she caved in immediately, and 
scratched a cheque ; and with one fond 
embrace, we parted, I, solemnly assuring 
her that she need not be uneasy, as I 
would look her up again soon ! Whilst 
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she was getting the cash, I pocketed half 
a dozen spoons, nine forks, a fish slice, 
and a salt cellar. Here they are," diving 
into a capacious pocket and proudly pro- 
ducing them; '' and here is the cheque ; 
signed, Janet Brabazon ! " 

"Oh, Teddy, how could you?'/ cried 
Gussie, leaning back in her chair, as if 
she were in a condition of total mental, 
and physical coUapse. " She will never 
forgive you, never. If it had been any 
one else but Uncle Sandy ! It was too 
bad of you." 

" No wonder Cox was in a terrible way, 
poor man! " burst out Nokes explosively 
— Nokes, whose sketchy toilet had been 
eked out with a tartan shawl, which 
she held together with a convulsive 
grasp across her bosom. — "With all that 
plate missing, he'll never close an eye 
to-night! Aye," angrily apostrophising 
Teddy, " deary, deary me, but you are an 
owdacious young gentleman ! " 

" Am I ? " returned Teddy, coolly re- 
moving his comforter. "Audacious or 
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not, I never had such a splendid .lark 
in my life ! I spent a delightful even- 
ing. I had a lovely time, as they say in 
America. Very different from yotirs^'' 
glancing at his relations with an air of 
easy patronage. ^^ I had an A 1 supper, 
if a trifle hurried ; but I can do great 
things in ten minutes — champagne galore, 
and a cheque ! When I came home I 
meant, like a kind little brother, to have 
waited up for you, and sprung out from 
some ambush in the avenue, and thus 
finish off the evening, in a neat and sym- 
metrical manner ; but Morpheus overtook 
me, there," pointing a dramatic finger to 
a deep arm-chair. 

'* And how about Nemesis ? '' demanded 
Haidee. *' What of the reverse of the 
medal ? How will you feel, when you go 
down to the White House to-morrow 
morning, restore the plate, refund the 
cash, and confess the hoax ? " 

** Oh, one of you girls, will do all that 
for me," he returned carelessly, with an 
impudent wink at his brother. 
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'^ Will they indeed ? " cried Haidee de- 
risively. ^* No, no, young man, you must 
pull your own chesnuts, out of the fire." 

*' All right, then; I will write," rejoined 
Teddy, with the air of a person making 
a handsome concession. ''I suppose it 
would be as much as my life, was worth, 
to wait upon her personally; but I've 
been in her black books for so long, that 
I may just as well be hanged for a sheep 
as a lamb ! And, by the way, talking of 
sheep, here's a riddle for you girls. — I 
include you. Miss Nokes," nodding affably 
in the direction of that rigid spectacle. 
'^ Why are sheep the most unprincipled 
of all animals .? Don't hurry yourselves ; 
take your time." 

*' Well, you are an idiot," said his 
brother, now rising slowly and speaking 
emphatically. ** Standing there like an 
old scarecrow, giving riddles at two 
o'clock in the morning 1 I wouldn't be 
in your shoes for something, Uncle 
Sandy J ' lounging sleepily towards the 
door, and nodding his adieux. 
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*' Don't alarm yourself! they would 
not fit you/' retorted Teddy, — ^without 
deigning to turn his head. — *^Do you 
all give it up, eh? Because," immedi- 
ately proceeding with his riddle, ^'they 
gambol in their youth, spend all their 
lives on the turf, and the best of them 
are black legs ! " 

*' Not at all bad, for an old black sheep 
like you. Uncle Sandy," said Haidee, 
holding up her candle, and looking at 
him with an air of friendly criticism. 

^* Pooh," exclaimed Gussie contemp- 
tuously, ''it's as old as the hills; 'when 
is a door not a door ' style of conundrum. 
Come, be off to bed, both of you ! " hust- 
ling her brother and sister out of the 
schoolroom, and driving them before her 
upstairs. On the landing she paused 
for a moment, and looking reprovingly 
at Teddy, said, "What will Mrs. B. say 
when she hears of this business ? " point- 
ing to his impersonation. " Aunt Jane 
will write to her, be sure." 

" She may telegraph for all I care," 
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interrupted Teddy recklessly, strangling 
a yawn as he spoke. 

''I do declare, Ted, that you are too 
bad. As long as you can have a good 
laugh, you " 

*' Come, come, now Miss Gussie ! it's 
too late an hour to stand here listening 
to one of your little sermons ! Just let 
me give you one more riddle. Why 
was " 

But before he had time to say another 
word, Gussie had indignantly swept her 
sister into their mutual bower, and loudly 
banged and locked the door in his face. 

Since this fatal evening Miss Brabazon 
had never spoken to, or alluded to, her 
youngest nephew; although he had re- 
turned his booty with an humble letter 
(jointly dictated by his sisters). So when 
Haidee had suggested that **he should 
go and spend a week with Aunt Jane," 
it will be readily understood, that her 
resources, and expedients, were at a very 
low ebb ! 
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CHAPTEK VI. 

PBIVATE BROWN. 

Ten suns had risen and set, since Teddy 
took leave of his sister under the ash 
tree ; and during that time, nothing 
whatever had been heard of him. — Mrs. 
Brabazon never once mentioned his name^ 
and maintained an ostentatious deport- 
ment of injured innocence— speaking in 
benumbing monosyllables, and generally 
taking her meals in her own sitting 
room; greatly to the relief of her step- 
daughters, who talked about their missing 
brother, with bated breath, and minds full 
of misgiving, and conjecture. 

At last, one morning, the news came ! 
He had done it. Haid^e knew it perfectly 
from her first glance, at Mrs. Brabazon's 
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upper Kp, as she entered the dining-room 
with a bundle -of letters in her hand. 
The storm signal was hoisted, they might 
prepare for the worst ; and, ridiculous as 
it may seem, they always expected rough 
domestic weather whenever Mrs. Brabazon 
donned a certain black foularde dress, 
with lavender spots. All their worst 
quarters of an hour were connected, in 
their own minds, with that hateful gar- 
ment. 

*' There will be no prayers this morn- 
ing," she said abruptly, herding the serv- 
ants back into the hall with a peremp- 
tory wave of her hand. " You can all 
go ! I am not in a fit frame of mind 
to go down on my knees, and ask a 
blessing on this house and family," tum- 
iipLg to her step-children with biting 
emphasis. ^^ I do not know when I have 
been so upset as I am to-day ! I suppose 
you have heard about your precious 
brother ? " with a sneer specially dedi- 
cated to Haidee; and now taking her 
place before the teapot, as though it were 

VOL. I. H 
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a kind of judgment-seat, '^ he has written 
to you, I know, this Private Brown, of 
the Prince's Lancers." 

^* What ! " cried Florian, startled out 
of his usual lethargy. " Oh, nonsense ! 
you don't mean to say that the idiot has 
enHsted ! " 

" He has," she returned with vicious 
energy. " He is now a soldier in the 
ranks ; a common soldier," she reiterated 
forcibly. 

This was not such a startling announce- 
ment to Haidee as it was to her brother 
and sister, who sat staring at one another 
in incredulous amazement. 

*^ Well, of all the idiots ! " ejaculated 
Florian contemptuously. 

*' He has disgraced us," continued 
Mrs. Brabazon hoarsely, snatching up the 
sugar tongs in a kind of blind fury, and 
commencing to make tea ; but her hand 
shook so violently that half the lumps 
were scattered about the tray. '*If he 
had gone to sea it would not have 
mattered ; no one would have known ! 
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What will people say?*' she demanded 
fiercely of her audience. ** What are we 
to tell them, when they ask for him? 
Fancy, my step-son, your own brother, 
a comnfon soldier ! What will be thought 
of it in the county? What will Lady 
Trevelyan say? and Lady Lucas, and 
everybody ? " now handing about cups, 
that literally rattled in their saucers. 
'* If he was abroad, even ; but in a 
regiment at home. I thought at the 
worst," she continued excitedly, *^that 
he was staying with some of his boon 
companions, some of the friends, he had 
picked up at the crammer's ; staying away 
till he had come to his senses, and was 
prepared to return, and make me an 
ample apology for his conduct. But posi- 
tively, I was not prepared for this," bring- 
ing out the *^ this " with a kind of hiss, and 
pausing for some seconds. ''However, 
my mind is fully made up on the subject, 
and you all know that I am a woman of 
my word ! He has sunk of his own accord 
iQto another — into — " correcting herself, 
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*'the lowest grade of society, and for the 
future he shall be dead to us," pausing 
to take breath, and to glare defiantly 
round the petrified breakfast table. " He 
had every advantage,'* she continued, 
as if arguing with some inward monitor ; 
*' and I had the promise of an excellent 
appointment for him on the West Coast 
of Afi:ica, as deputy superintendent of a 
jail; but without a word he leaves my 
roof, and walks oflf and enlists as Private 
Brown. Such base ingratitude never was 
heard of ! Private Brown may fancy that 
I shall purchase his discharge, when he 
is getting a little tired of his new rSle, 
but Private Brown he shall remain to the 
end of his days as far as I am concerned," 
giving her chair a little jerk backwards, 
and once more looking impressively round 
her audience. 

Gussie and Haidee were both in tears, 
and Florian was slicing the ham before 
him very dehcately and very deliberately, 
with an air of deep meditation on his 
sallow brow. 
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*^ His name I forbid to be mentioned 
by any one in this house," proceeded 
Mrs. Brabazon. ^* I forbid you girls to 
correspond with him, or to speak of him ! 
Edward has as much passed out of your 
lives now, as if his death were in the 
morning's paper. As it is, I shall not 
go to the Yorkes' dinner party, and I 
have desired Nokes to keep all the front 
blinds down for three days." 

Here Haidee laughed hysterically, and 
at once brought the whole storm upon 
her unlucky head (acting as a kind of 
lightning conductor, to Mrs. Brabazon's 
wrath). 

^' You laugh ! you dare to laugh, miss ! 
but it is only what I would expect from 
you. I believe you were in his confidence, 
and knew all about it. — I'm sure you 
encouraged him, in his abominable con- 
duct. You and he have always been 
a heavy trial to me. Little do the outer 
world know what I have to put up with ; 
and how defiant and insolent you can be. 
It makes me feel quite ill^ to hear people 
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saying what a quiet, retiring looking girl 
Miss Haidee Brabazon is. < Ah ! I think 
to myself, if they only knew her in private 
life. Still waters run deep — the temper 
of a fiend — the tongue of a fishwife." 

The young lady with these delightful 
attributes made no sign, no reply ; she sat 
with her untasted breakfast before her, 
her face on fire, her eyes on her plate, 
her heart in her mouth. Hard words, as 
Gussie said, broke no bones, but then 
Gussie had never been compared to 
either a fiend or a fish- wife ! 

*^ You had a letter this morning too," 
proceeded Mrs. Brabazon ; ^^ be so good as 
to hand it over," extending, as she spoke, 
a large bony member glittering with 
rings. 

" I cannot, Mrs. Brabazon," replied 
Haidee tremulously, ''it — it — is private," 
glancing appealingly at her step-mother. 

"And full of abuse of me no doubt. 
Well, you may keep it " (making a virtue 
of necessity), " and make much of it, for it 
is the last you will receive ! Every other 
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I find in the post-bag I shall bum. Mark 
my words ! into the fire it goes.'' 

"Florian and Gussie," said Haidee 
timidly, glancing from her brother to her 
sister, ^* are neither of you going to say 
anything ? Won't you speak for Teddy ? " 
she asked piteously, ^' or is it to be left 
to me ? " 

Evidently it was, for a dead silence 
followed her appeal, Florian merely 
helping himself to mustard with an air of 
great dignity, and Gussie burying her 
face once more in her pocket handker- 
chief. 

*^Mrs. Brabazon," she continued, her 
courage now wound up by a superhuman 
effort, looking at her step-mother with a 
fiery spot on either cheek, and speaking 
in a clear, but rather shaky voice, 
** surely you cannot forget that Teddy 
is our brother, and will always be so as 
long as he lives. He is not dead to us, at 
least, he is not dead to m^, and I hope 
he will be spared for the next fifty 
years,'' gaining boldness as she went on. 
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and speaking in a firmer tone. ** I think 
it only right and honourable to tell you, 
that I will never give lum up; that I 
shall write to him, and receive his letters, 
and meet him, and speak to him, when- 
ever I get the chance! His being a 
private makes no difference whatever ; he 
is my brother all the same. It was not 
his fault he could not pass ; he did try, 
and he wanted so much to be a soldier." 

Gussie stared at her sister with mingled 
awe and amazement and respect; but 
Haidee had always been courageous, even 
from the time when she could hardly 
toddle — ^there was a family legend, that 
she had slapped Aunt Jane's face for 
calling her (wrongfully) a story-teller — 
to the other day, when she had dragged 
off a huge buU dog who was about to 
murder their beloved Woggy ; and here 
she was now, certainly looking both red 
and frightened, but all the same, taking 
up the cudgels for Teddy, and braving 
Mrs. Brabazon to her face ! 

*'What do you say to this tirade. 
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Augusta ? " demanded that lady, turning 
on Gussie with a portentous frown. 

*^I think it is all very dreadful about 
Ted, of course," she stammered ; *^ but he 
is my brother," looking hard at Haidee, 
as though endeavouring to borrow some 
of her spirit. This was really vahant 
on the part of Gussie, who had about 
as much moral courage as a titmouse. 

** And you, Florian ? " demanded Mrs. 
Brabazon, in an awful hollow voice. 

^^Oh!. if you want my opinion," re- 
turned that gentleman, carefully stirring 
his tea, ^' I think Ted is a confounded 
ass, and has made a regular fool of him- 
self, and [all that sort of thing, and it's 
no end of a bore," irritably. *'Why 
couldn't he go to the Gold Coast, or 
into an office ? I wash my hands of him 
just as much as you do, Mrs. Brabazon. 
I would pass him now, if I met him in 
the street! " pulling up his collar as he 
spoke, -and feeling that he was a very 
important, dignified, illustrious young 
man! 
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" Oh, Flo I " exclaimed' his youngest 
sister reproachfully. 

" Now you have your brother's opinion, 
Haidee, the opinion of the head of the 
house, I hope you are satisfied," said 
Mrs. Brabazon, with malicious triumph. 
**You see he is, as usual ^ quite of my 
way of thinking ! If Teddy had behaved 
respectably I know that Florian would 
have done something for him, and used 
his interest with his influential friends ; 
he has always been such a good, gene- 
rous brother " — speaking as if he were 
not present. 

This was gall and wormwood to Haidee, 
who mentally writhed as she listened, 
knowing so well in her heart that, all his 
life, Teddy had been Naboth to Florian's 
Ahab ; from his tenderest years, when his 
' best and indeed only toy, was annexed to 
appease the screams of his senior, down 
to the other day, when Florian had 
calmly appropriated his brother's gun, 
and shot all the best covers, in company 
with a party of his ** influential " friends, 
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whilst Teddy had merely the questionable 
satisfaction of *^ looking on." And Flo's 
generosity was over stated ; it was chiefly 
represented by the gift of a broken 
fishing-rod, a pair of top boots much too 
small for himself, and a couple of o'er- 
gaudy ties. 

Mrs. Brabazon indulged Florian's over- 
weening self-esteem with these kind of 
pleasant titillations. He liked to pose as 
a man of influence and importance ; he 
liked to imagine that every one was 
looking up to him, craving his notice. It 
was really an improving spectacle, to see 
him walking down Piccadilly, with his 
head held high in the air, and a vacant 
abstracted eye, that seemed to say, ^^ You 
may all admire me if you choose ; I don't 
mind!" — His wily step-mother under- 
stood the mechanism of his little brain. 
She had not managed his prototype, 
her husband, for five years for nothing. 
Florian was '* Mr. Brabazon of Barons- 
ford," as he took care to let it be known. 
He was the heir, her necessary ally. 
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She treated him en Prince during his 
short visits, and he saw everything 
coleur de rose. He did not know of 
the pinching, and scraping, and petty 
economies, that were carried for ten 
months out of the year. He looked upon 
his brother, and sisters, as discontented, 
thankless, good-for-nothing grumblers. 

Thus Teddy fell into disgrace with his 
people; his name was erased from the 
family roll, and written down, instead, in 
nearly every one's black book. We may 
just as well read the letter which Haidee 
has refused to submit to Mrs. Brabazon, 
and find out how he is getting on. 

" From 5371, Private E. Brown, C Troop, Prince's 
Lancers, York, to Miss H. Brabazon, Barons- 
ford, Thornshire. 

*' My deab Haidi&e, 

^^ It is more than a week, since I 
took the shilling, and have been a full- 
blown soldier. I am shaking down at last, 
and getting quite accustomed to my new 
He, I like the colonel and officers, and hit 
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it oflf very well with the men. At present I 
am deep in the mysteries of foot drill, and 
the next step will land me in the riding- 
school. I had to go before a magistrate, 
and sign a paper swearing that I had never 
been sentenced to penal servitude, or 
married (same thing), and a lot of other 
rum questions. Then I passed the doctor, 
with flying colours, was taken to the 
quarter-master's stores, and rigged out, 
received my regimental number, and was 
told oflf to a squad, and I am pretty busy 
all day, for, besides driU, I have three 
horses to clean. Seriously, Haidee, and on 
my word of honour, I am glad I enlisted, 
even now when it is all so strange. — So 
never fret for m^, and when you do think 
of me, think of me as having taken the 
first step on the road to fortune. ^ Ce 
n'est que le premier pas qui coute.' Is 
that spelled right ? Never mind, you know 
what I mean. It took me two or three 
days to fall in with the washing arrange- 
ments, and wait my turn at the tap ; and 
I found dinner at 12.45 instead of at 8 p.m. 
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rather a floorer ; but these are Kttle details 
I shall soon be accustomed to, and I have 
always (as you know) had a first-class 
appetite at any hour. I have indited a 
letter to Mrs. B., telling her of the evil 
thing I have done (looked at from her 
point of view). I rather fancy my epistle 
will act as a moral explosive, so stand 
clear! I return your money, dear old 
girl. I do not want it, and if I did, I 
would not take it ; I know you are short 
enough. But if you like to employ your 
leisure moments, in knitting me some 
stout worsted socks, I shall accept them 
with gratitude, also as many letters as you 
like to send me, and now and then a 
* Thornshire Spy,* to keep me posted up 
in local news. How is Woggy ? does he 
miss me much ? but, bless his heart, of 
course he does ! Love to you and Gus. 
*^Your affectionate brother, 

^' Teddy B.'' 



( 111 ) 



CHAPTEE VII. 

CLIMBING THE LADDER. 

Teddy's letter was certainly very cheerful, 
but Haidee was not so easily reassured ; 
more especially as Mrs. Brabazon set her 
vigorous mind to work to, as it were, 
stamp out the memory of the Prodigal 
son. His room was, so to speak, razed 
and rendered unrecognizable ; his precious 
fossils, stuffed birds, and eggs, were thrown 
into the dust-bin, the furniture scattered 
to the four parts of the house, the apart- 
ment, swept, and garnished, and purified, 
became the bower of the respectable 
Nokes ; his clothes — shabby and well 
worn, were bestowed upon the first happy 
beggars, who chanced to pass that way ; 
his photo was publicly withdrawn from 
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the family album, and solemnly committed 
to the flames ; his dog would have been 
disposed of to the same people who were 
endowed with his wardrobe, only for 
Haidee — she positively made a stand there. 
To quote Mrs. Brabazon, — ** she was 
downright violent," and declared that, if 
the dog went, she went too ! So her step- 
mother, merely contented herself with 
snatching off his collar, and throwing 
it into the drawing-room fire. This 
deed brought its own immediate Nemesis, 
for she had to put up with a hideous 
odour of burnt leather, for the remainder 
of the afternoon. 

Thus Teddy was socially obliterated, 
and, in time, out of sight became out of 
mind. The neighbours believed that he 
had got into some terrible Bcrape, and 
been shipped off to foreign parts (a .low 
marriage, forgery, debt, were some of 
their amiable surmises), and, in time, his 
existence was entirely forgotten. For 
twenty-four hours subsequent to his 
brother's disgrace, Florian was morose and 



CLIMBING THE LADDER. 113 

unusually irritable, but this was the only 
tribute he paid to the memory of the late 
Edward Brabazon. He was too inert, and 
too intensely selfish, to care for any one but 
himself; his whole affections were centred 
on his own plain person ; and as long as 
he was fed, and clothed, to his liking, had 
a good brand of cigars, sufficiency of ready 
money, and was *' let alone,'* he did not 
care two straws, if his brother was a 
chimney-sweep (provided no one knew 
it) ; and if his sistera led a monotonous 
vegetable life, all the year round at 
Baronsford, working and mending, making 
preserves, and knitting stockings, it was 
a very sensible existence ! There were too 
many girls in society as it was ; and if 
they were brought up to town, they would 
only be getting their heads filled with 
nonsense and extravagant ideas — ideas 
which could not possibly be carried out, 
for Mrs. Brabazon had gravely impressed 
upon him, more than once, that his large 
allowance (which she did not grudge, as 
he had a position to maintain), left no. 
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margin for much outlay on the younger 
members of the family. This was quite 
obvious and easy to understand; so the 
Miss Brabazons were left, like two roses, 
to blush unseen, in a rural neighbourhood, 
whilst their elder brother, whom they 
nick-named " London's Pride," flaunted 
on the top of coaches in the Eow, on race 
stands, in ball-rooms and theatres, con- 
tributing but little to the gay world 
beyond his drawl and his languid person, 
his studied get-up, and a continual con- 
jugation of the verb "To Bore" — I am 
bored, he bores, it bores, ye or you bore, 
they bore. So much for Florian ! In a 
very short time, he had stowed his brother 
away in the lumber closet of his not very 
roomy mind, and so, I deeply regret to 
add, had Gussie ! For about a fortnight 
she was in miserably low spirits, for her ; 
and then, a new curate (and embryo 
admirer) coming upon the scene, and her 
brain being similarly constituted to 
Teddy's — incapable of containing two 
ideas simultaneously — her brother was 
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cast out, and only brought forward now 
and then, during melancholy tete-a-tetes 
with Haidee. In the end, it was Haidee 
and Woggy who kept his memory green. 
Woggy was a rough-haired white terrier, 
with a yellow patch over one eye (which 
gave it the effect of being much smaller 
than the other, and a chronic wink) ; he 
was also remarkable for a short brisk tail, 
exactly resembUng a shaving brush ; and 
a constant heart. — ^For days, after Teddy's 
departure, he diligently searched the 
fields, the garden, the village, or he lay 
outside his master's door, flat on the mat, 
with his nose glued to the threshold, 
indulging in long exhaustive sniffs, and 
totally oblivious of his dinner. Think of 
thiSy ye human friends ! ! Finally, wearied 
out by hours of watching and waiting, he 
would throw back his head, and open his 
mouth, and howl ' in this fashion : — 
o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-oh — 0-0-0-0-0-0-0 -oh — 
o-o-o-o-oh ! At last, when time went on 
and brought him nothing, but several 
severe thrashings, from the angry Miss 
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Nokes, armed with a nasty knobby 
heartb-brusli, he rehnquished his post, and 
threw himself on Haidee, for sympathy 
and protection. He would sit gazing at 
her with eager, questioning, clear, brown 
eyes, that surely spoke, if ever eyes 
spoke, and said, ^* Where is he ? Where 
is he ? When is he coming back ? " 
. So Haidee and Woggy sympathized 
with each other, and many were the hopes, 
and wishes, and fears, she breathed into his 
friendly ear, although he was only a dog. 

« ♦ # ♦ #F 

Nearly two years had passed since 
Teddy enlisted, and during these two 
years there have been some little changes 
even at Baronsford.. Haidee was now 
nineteen, prettier than ever, but stiff and 
shy in general society, viz. a few garden 
parties, chiefly composed of ladies, school- 
boys and curates, in summer ; and 
Christmas Tree festivities in winter, 
Gussie, on the contrary, seemed bom for 
the social circle, was always the centre of 
a little knot of swains on these occasions, 
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and had played havoc with the affections 
of several too susceptible young men. Mrs. 
Brabazon still frequented stately houses 
and stately dinner tables, and had saved a 
sum of money that would have made Miss 
Jane exclaim **most unaccountable," had 
she seen her banker's book, and that quite 
entitled her to the serious consideration 
of elderly impecunious bachelors. Time 
has not stood still with Teddy. — Here is 
his last letter. It lies on the schoolroom 
table beside Haidee, as she stands with 
her head held meditatively on one side, 
and a huge pair of scissors in her hand, 
contemplating a large paper pattern, and 
a pile of black cashmere, preparatory to 
plunging into the dangerous, and delicate 
task, of cutting out a bodice* 

" From Troop-Sergeant Brown, York, to Miss 
H. Brabazon. 

^* My dear Haidee, 

" Always the culprit ! you need 
not tell me that I I've written to you 
at least ten times in imagination; long 
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letters, too, but I suppose that does not 
count. The fact is, I have hardly a 
moment to myself, I am so busy; but 
never too busy to read your effusions. 
The very sight of your hand (and what 
a jam-crock one it is !) always gives me 
a kind of glow. I have news for you, 
good news. You know that for a long 
time I was instructor in the riding- 
school (I did not break in Farmer 
Fleury's long-tailed colts, for nothing, 
you perceive), and now I am promoted 
to be troop-sergeant, which, by the way, 
I suppose is Greek to you, old lady ; but 
I dare say your mind can grasp the word 
* promotion.' I am getting up the ladder 
at last. The colonel hinted to me, the 
other day, that, if I went on as I had 
commenced, he would be happy to re- 
commend me for a commission; so we 
begin to see daylight! I don't mind 
telling you now, that it is all over, 
that it was not strictly speaking a 
bed of roses, just at first. There was 
a sergeant in my troop, who was death 
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on gentlemen. He hated me with the 
purest hatred, honoured me with a 
double dose of his aversion, and nearly 
played *old scratch' with all my little 
prospects. I dare say I looked * insub- 
ordinate,' as he said; and may have 
used grossly improper language to my 
superior oflGicer. Superior! I wish you 
saw him ! — a fellow with a figure like 
a frog, and a face red enough to set 
the whole barracks in a blaze. * How 
often, oh, how often,' as the song says, 
was I sorely tempted to fall upon him 
and smite him, till my arm ached; but 
I restrained myseK miraculously, and 
between you and me, it was just as 
well I did. Privates are not supposed 
to give way to their feelings in that 
style, the sequel is usually six months' 
imprisonment with hard labour, and 
promotion backwards. I worked hard, 
and did my best to hold my tongue. 
My friend said he would ^ 'umble my 
'aughty spirit,' but he didn't — ^it's just* as 
flourishing as ever; nay, not though I 
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carried coal for six days out of the seven, 
and was stuck on every fatigue; you 
don't know what that kind of fatigue 
is, but no matter. I am A 1 at pipe- 
claying, polishing, and burnishing my 
accoutrements, aU of which I could do 
by deputy, if I chose to pay three shil- 
lings a week, but that's not my form. 
I imdertook to go into the ranks, and 
do my duty there, and my duty includes 
these little items. I pull along all right 
with the men; they are a capital set 
of fellows; they call me hord Brown. 
How deeply gratified Mrs. B. would be 
if she were to hear them! I was only 
plain * Mister ' in my former state, so 
you see I have had a rise in life ! — I am a 
first-class groom, though self-praise is no 
praise ; I can turn out a horse in a man- 
ner, that would bring the tears of envy 
to John Jacobs' eyes. I have a beauti- 
ful brown mare, a trooper of course, Irish, 
six years old, and in my humble opinion 
the handsomest animal in the ranks. 
She used to be a regular devil, and 
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would have taken about four men and 
a small boy to bold her on some occa- 
sions, but now she is a reformed cha- 
racter, thanks to me ! I put her through 
the school myself, and I've taught her 
lots of pretty tricks ; she can bow, shake 
hands, pick up your handkerchief, and 
follows me about like a dog; besides all 
this, is a clipping jumper, with a great 
turn of speed. I call her * Kathleen ' (I 
couldn't call her * Haidee,' it is such a 
rum name), and she is brown by nature. 
There is another gentleman in my troop, 
a httle fellow of the name of Gibson, a 
duffer like myself; he and I are great 
chums, and take our walks abroad in 
company. I hope to see you early in 
the autumn, before we embark for foreign 
service; we are next on the roster. I 
shall come down, and lie perdu at Mother 
Swoffer's; it would never do for you to 
be seen parading about in public with 
a sergeant of lancers ! ! ! It will be a case 
of * meet me by moonlight alone,' but 
that will be better than nothing. Only 
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fancy, Haidee, I've not spoken to a lady 
for two years. Give my love to Gussie 
and Aunt Jane. Do you know that she 
sent me J625 lately in a very crahhed 
little letter. Never mind; she shall be 
proud of me yet. How is that old — 
no adequate word at hand— Nokes ? Has 
she succeeded in snaring the wily Cox? 
She'd better look sharp, for she is getting 
rather long in the tooth. There's the 
tattoo! I'm off! 

** Your affectionate brother, 
'' Teddy B." 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 

UNCLE George's legacy. 

*' She hasn't been here, has she ? " 
panted Gussie, thrusting an eager red 
face inside the schoohroom door. '* No," 
with a gesture of relief, ** I see she has 
not ! '* now introducing her whole person 
in walking costume ; tossing off her hat, 
as she subsided into the nearest chair, 
and altogether presenting an aspect of 
the wildest excitement. *^ You haven't 
hea^rd it ? " she gasped, still breathing 
quickly. "I thought I'd be the first. 
I rail," putting her hand to her side. 
'' Such news I " 

"Upon my word, Gussie," said her 
sister, slowly raising herself from a stoop- 
ing attitude, and gazing at her with calm 
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dispassionate eyes ; ^^ you only want a 
personal attendant, and a few straws in 
your hair, to look a complete lunatic." 

" But you haven't heard my news ! 
You don't know what I have to tell you ! ' 
returned Miss Brabazon exultantly. 

** Your news! " contemptuously. ^^ I 
know the style so well ! Mrs. Bell has 
got a new bonnet, and all Maxton is 
shaken to its centre. Just let me get 
round this corner firsts' proceeding to 
clip, clip, clip, with steady scissors. 
"Break it to me gently, or who knows 
but it may incapacitate me for work for 
the rest of the afternoon. You are about 
to inform me, that Lady Louisa has had 
a fit, or — or — could it be that Mr. Vashon 
has again made you an offer of his hand 
and heart." 

"You are getting quite hot, I declare ! 
quite hot ! " cried Gussy, rubbing her 
hands ecstatically. " It's a wedding in the 
family, but I am not to be the victim." 

" No? " in an accent of surprise ; "then 
it must be Flo ? " 
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** No, no, no," each ** no " louder than 
its predecessor. 

** You don't mean to say that Mrs. Bra- 
bazon — — '* with a gesture of horror. 

*^ Not Mrs. Brabazon," laughing and 
still rubbing her hands, '* though I would 
not mind if it was ! I would ^ give her 
away ' with pleasure. Try again." 

**Then there's no one left but Aunt 
Jane," said Haidee, looking at her sister 
dubiously. 

^* And pray what do you call yourself ^ 
my dear? " impressively. 

^^ I call myself a foolish young person, 
who has just cut this sleeve the wrong 
way of the stuff," holding it up with a face 
of disgust. 

" Haidee ! " exclaimed her sister im- 
patiently, ^' put that rubbish down this 
very instant, and listen to me^ 

** I know — I know ! " she interrupted, 
nodding her head, and smiling compla- 
cently ; " how stupid of me ! Of course 
I know ! it's Nohes ; better late than 
never ! " 
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*'No, it is not Nokes; it is you — you^ 
who are going to be married. Now then," 
folding her arms, pursing out her under 
lip, and shaking her fringe, with a gesture 
of decision.' 

** J ? " pausing and survejdng her 
sister with bewildered eyes, her mouth 
slightly parted, and the scissors in her 
hand to match. After a silence of a clear 
sixty seconds, she found speech. *^ Only 
that I know, that you are almost a tee- 
totaller, my good girl, your whole appear- 
ance and conversation, would warrant the 
suspicion that you had been visiting the 
Barley Mow." 

*' Barley Mow or not, you are going 
to be married. Miss Haidee Brabazon ! " 

*' Well, if I am, it is certainly the first 
I have heard of it," ironically, " which is 
curious, not to say unusual. — ^And pray 
who is to be the happy bridegroom? Have 
I the pleasure of knowing him, even by 
sight?" 

*' No, you have noty' exultantly. 
^' Yes, yes ! " hurriedly, in answer to 



UNCLE GEORGE'S LEGACY. 127 

the expression of her companion's face. 
" I'm quite sane and perfectly serious, 
although it sounds quite too unaccount- 
able, as Aunt Jane would say; but," 
clearing her throat, "you are aware that 
Uncle George is dead." 

"Well, — considering that I've known 
that fact for quite three weeks, and that 
I am at present making our mourning, 
your news is something astonishing!!" 
sarcastically. " Uncle George is dead ; 
I'm going to be married! Do try and 
think of something else, or is it a new 
game?" 

"Be quiet, Haidee ; you are just as bad 
as Teddy," irritably. " The will has been 
found, after a long search, in a coat 
pocket — of all places ! and particulars 
have come by the afternoon post. Mr. 
Bell has been over to Byford and brought 
our letters " 

"But to the point, my good girl, if 
there is one ! " impatiently. 

"The point is, that he has left two 
hundred a year to Sopp, and the parrot, 
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twenty pounds to each of us for a mourn- 
ing ring " 

** And this has turned your head," 
broke in her sister. ^^ How I wish he 
had left us the money instead! " 

^^ Do let me finish," cried Gussie, with 
an angry Ktfcle stamp. **I want to be 
the first to tell you ! I've kept the last 
as a kind of plum ; listen," gesticulating 
excitedly. ^^ All his money in the funds, 
forty thousand pounds, goes to you and 
Miles Brabazon; and here is the cream 
of the whole thing, provided — you — marry 
— each — other within six months of his 
disease, or decease — ^whichever it is! 
NoWy is not that news for you ? What 
do you call that bat a wedding in the 
family?" she demanded triumphantly of 
her sister, who, suddenly dropping the 
scissors, with a loud clang, stood staring 
at her with pale wide-eyed astonishment. 
" It is not true ! I don't believe it ! It's 
a joke," she said at last in a faint voice, 
after gazing at Gussie for some seconds, 
with a look of horrified incredulity. 
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**It's quite, quite, true; beautifully, 
delightfully true ! " returned that young 
lady, jumping nimbly up. ** Come and 
let us have a dance of jubilee," humming 
a waltz, and seizing her stupefied sister 
round the waist, and beginning to whirl 
her about the room. 

*' Stop, stop, stop, Gussie ! " she cried 
breathlessly; *'are you in your right 
senses?'' holding her fast, and gazing 
into her flushed face and sparkling eyes. 
*' You cannot be serious ? Just let me look 
at you ?'' drawing her towards the window. 

*^ Perfectly serious," she panted, *' and 
nearly out of my mind with joy ! You 
will have a nice little house in town, 
a Victoria for the park, lots of dances 
and dinners, at which your elder sister, 
charming Miss Brabazon, will be the 
piece de resistance^ and there will be 
the end of all this,^' suddenly making a 
swoop on the table, gathering the new 
black cashmere into one huge wisp, and 
tossing it contemptuously into a corner 
of the room, whilst Haidee stood by, in 
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silence, endeavouring -to collect her scat- 
tered ideas, and to realize Gussie's news. 

** If you don't do as you are bid, like 
good children," she continued, *' you and 
Miles, all the money goes to found a 
college in Calcutta, for natives who wish 
for an English education. Did you ,ever 
hear of such a funny will ? " 

*^ Poor old gentleman ! I always thought 
he was odd ; very queer indeed," returned 
her sister slowly ; '' but I never knew, that 
he was quite crazy. — What a pity he did 
not leave his money, to an hospital, or 
a school at home, instead of to these 
heathen.' 

" Heathen ! " echoed Gussie shrilly ; 
'^ and pray is that what you call your- 
self and Miles ! ! He is in Burmah, I 
believe. — I wonder what he will think 
of his legacy," looking at her sister with 
her head on one side. 

*' Think — what every one must think," 
returned Haidee decidedly, "that Uncle 
George was mad ! " 

" Not a bit of it, my dear. I grant 
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you, he was odd, eccentric. — Mrs. B. once 
wanted Aunt Jane, and Flo, to have him 
looked after, and locked up ; but it would 
have been utter nonsense. — Because a 
man wears queer clothes, and devours hot 
curries, and Arabian, and Persian, love 
tales, it does not naturally follow, that 
he is a lunatic ! He was perfectly well 
able to manage his affairs, and was as 
sharp about money as Mrs. Brabazon 
herseK ! " 

*^ Well, it's no business of mine," said 
Haidee, shrugging her shoulders; ^^only 
I'm sorry he made such a ridiculous will." 

*' Eidiculous will ! " cried Gussie. 
" What do you mean ? It's a beautiful 
will. Don't tell me, that you are not 
going to marry Miles Brabazon, not going 
to jump at him, and the legacy." 

" I certainly am not. What a way you 
talk. Jump, indeed ! " getting rather red, 
and stooping to pick up her scattered 
work. *' I would not marry him, on any 
account, — nor he me ; — we are not crazy ! 
We have not, as the French say, ^ Spiders 
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in our garrets,' like poor old Uncle 
George." 

*^ He will marry you fast enough, once 
he sees you," observed Gussie decisively, 
•'I don't know any one, as pretty any- 
where — though you are my own sister, 
and I say it as shouldn't. Everybody 
thinks you are the prettiest girl in 
Thornshire," boastfully. 

** The prettiest gui in Thomshire " 
took not the least notice of this briUiant 
compliment, but began to shake out, fold 
up, and put away, her unfortunate work, 
evidently incapacitated for any further 
industry that afternoon. 

Gussie's sisterly partiality was certainly 
excusable. Haidee Brabazon was a very 
pretty girl. Her eyes alone, would dis- 
tinguish her from the crowd; dark, 
dancing, mischievous blue eyes, as bright 
as diamonds, as truthful as a lake that 
mirrors the sky, with straight delicate 
brows and long thick lashes, curling up- 
wards at the tips ; a chiselled nose, and 
a dazzling complexion (with just a few 
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freckles), were among her most striking 
charms. She had besides quantities of 
wavy brown hair, with a dash of gold 
through it, which she wore drawn off her 
face (for Miss Jane looked upon fringes 
as absolutely improper) — though half a 
dozen rollicking little curls, had edged 
themselves down to peep over her milk- 
white forehead. — Her mouth was well 
cut, and merry, but not specially small, 
and with all its lurking smiles, there was 
a possibility of decision in its curves ; add 
to this a tall, straight, slight figure, and 
Haidee's portrait is complete. 

'*The fairy godmother behaved nobly 
to you," continued Gussie, gazing ex- 
haustively at her sister. ^* She gave you 
one splendid gift — ^beauty.'' 

^^ Beauty ! " contemptuously, " opinions 
may differ about that. And even sup- 
posing I was a second Venus, what good 
would it do me ? I would much rather 
have brains ; people only stare very hard 
at me, when I go into Byford, and if I 
were a dwarf, or a giantess, they would 
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stare just the same. — I suppose," 
frankly, ^^ I am good-looking ; but what 
is the use of this ^gift,' as you call it? 
Aunt Jane preaches about 'beauty being 
a snare,' and shakes her head suggestively 
at me. Mrs. Brabazon declares, that I 
spend hours before the glass, and prophe- 
sies that in ten years', time, I shall be an 
enormously stout; plain, woman ! Now, 
no one ever says these disagreeable 
things to you.^^ 

'* Nonsense! nonsense!" impatiently; 
" Mrs. B. is madly jealous of you, that's 
all. Aunt Jane is as proud as a peacock 
of her pretty niece. Your face has not 
been of any account to you so far, be- 
cause it is so seldom seem, and then 
under some dowdy old hat. Neverthe- 
less, the fame of your charms has been 
noised abroad, and even throws a glamour 
over my appearance. We are spoken of, 
in our limited circle, as the beautiful Miss 
Brabazons, and very limited it is, thanks 
to Mrs. B.," indignantly. 

"Who told you that we were spoken 
of as the beautiful Miss Brabazons ? " 
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"Amy Bell's cousin, Miss Kane.'* 

" Oh ! I hope you said something 
equally pretty to her. From what I know 
of her, she quite expected a return in 
kind." 

This suggestion was contemptuously 
pooh-poohed by her companion, who 
went on to say — " When I had my little 
fling in London at the Staffords' last 
spring, I was really made a great deal of, 
and made the most of my opportunities," 
giggling with comfortable complacency. 

" I would not boast of thaty' rejoined 
her sister austerely. ' * You returned home 
engaged to two people ; and I believe the 
Stafford boys came to blows about you. 
You will never be asked there again ! No 
wonder " 

"Nonsense, my dear! You must not 
lecture your elder sister ! And what was 
I saying ? Oh, this : when I was — well, we 
will say — appreciated," modestly, " I, who 
am as the moon, to your sun ! what would 
not you be? I often asked myself the 
question. — I saw no one — no one, speak- 
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ing impartially — fit to hold a candle to 
you; not even that American girl they 
were making such a fuss about. She was 
all eyes and teeth ! And to return to 
my original topic, if Miles Brabazon 
is not impressed, I am," pausing for 
an appropriate, and forcible simile. 

*' A goose,'' suggested her sister. 
^' Don't talk rubbish to mCy about 
beauty, or this Miles Brabazon," im- 
patiently; ''talk of something else, by 
way of a change. — For instance, what 
did the fairy give you, pray ? " 

" Sense, my gentle sister; sound, com- 
mon sense," with amiable self-satisfaction. 

'' Indeed ! ! Well, I should never have 
guessed it," sarcastically. "You don't 
mean to say, that you have a larger 
supply than I have ? " 

" I should humbly hope so," expres- 
sively. ''Why, you have none! You 
always brave Mrs. B. when she runs 
counter to your principles, as you call 
them, instead of smiling sweetly, and 
holding your tongue, like me I You never 
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propitiate her with little compKmentsj 
and sugared speeches, nor make well- 
chosen offerings, to the faithful Nokes." 

** No, nor never will," indignantly. 

"But these are the things, my daughter, 
that grease the wheels of hfe's chariot." 

" And you call that sense ? " cried 
Haidee, with a curl of her Kp. 

" Yes, 8ense,"complacently* 

" I call it hypocrisy," returned her 
companion indignantly. 

" Oh, fie ! what a horrid name ; but you 
may call it anything you please. If you 
would only bend that long stiff neck of 
yours ; you would show your prudence ! 
instead of being led a life, and being our 
family * Cinderella.' You have to sew, 
and work, and weed ; you are left alone 
in your glory ; whilst I am taken out to 
sun myself in the smiles of society. This 
little pig," patting herself affectionately, 
" goes to market ; that," pointing to her 
sister, *' little pig stays at home. You go 
scraping along on your twenty pounds a 
year, with your incubus of old pensioners, 
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and you lead a dog's life. Woggy has 
a far better time !^ And now, when a 
chance comes of getting away from all 
thatj'^ waving her hand dramatically to- 
wards the drawing-room, *^yonr pride is 
up in arms at once. Do you call that 
sense ? I call it simply wicked folly. I 
call it flying in the face of Providence ! '' 
concluded Gussie piously. 

To this exhortation, her companion 
made no reply, and she took up her 
parable once more. 

*' What's that line about * There is a 
tide in the affairs of men,' and of course 
women " 

^' Oh, for mercy sake ! leave Shake- 
speare alone," interrupted Haid6e, in a 
tone of exasperation, " and do try, and 
concentrate your energies in your own 
legacy. Mine is a dead letter ! " 

^' A dead fiddlestick," rejoined the irre- 
pressible Augusta, now suddenly breaking 
into song, "He will return, I know he 
will," she chanted in a high, shrill 
soprano. *' He is sure to come here. 
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Yes, I see it all beautifully in my mind's 
eye. When he arrives, I shall take him 
privately aside, and tell him of all your 
good qualities, ditto Flo, and ditto Aunt 
Jane. Then we will go in quest of you, 
and entice you as far as the drawing-room 
door. After a short scuffle, we will thrust 
you headlong into the room, with dishev- 
elled hair, and face the colour of pickled 
cabbage. He will see you, and once he 
sees you, all will be well ! '' 

^^ In spite of the pickled cabbage com- 
plexion, and hair like a haystack ! ** 
rejoined Haidee contemptuously. ** That 
mental optic of yours, is a wonderful 
organ, but for once it is wrong ; he will 
never see me, — never ! " 

'^I remember him quite well," con- 
tinued Gussie vivaciously. '^ He was here 
about ten years ago, when you were nine 
and I was twelve. Alack, alas ! how old 
I am getting, and nobody coming to 
marry me^ nobody coming to woo ! " 

*^ And whose fault is that ? Two of Mr. 
Bell's curates have gone away broken- 
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hearted, and lie has had to give up having 
single men. And as to Mr. Vashon ! " 
As to Mr. Vashon, seemingly, words failed 
her. 

'^ Never mind him," interrupted Miss 
Brabazon briskly ; ^^ we will go on with a 
much more interesting subject — Miles. 
I recollect, he came to Aunt Jane's to 
say good-bye, and he asked me. to kiss 
him, and of course I wouldn't, and he 
chased me round the garden and over 
the flower beds, and caught me. I'm not 
quite sure, but I think he was dark," 
reflectively, " and rather nice." 

^* I hope to goodness he may catch 
you and kiss you again," said her 
sister wrathfuUy. '* Happy thought — * 
why should he not marry you? You 
who have such pleasing recollections of 
him ! " in a withering tone. 

"Because I'm not selected. I'm not 
his co-legatee ! Ah ! I always knew that 
that umbrella business had made your 
fortune ! " 

" Fortune ! a pretty fortune ! a fortune 
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I renounce most decidedly. Had I known 
that such a — a legacy was to be the 
result of my civilities, I would have 
thrown his old gamp out of the window, 
and his hat after it. Yes, and his red 
silk handkerchief, and snuff-box to boot ! " 

^'Gently, gently, my dear; you must 
not say such terrible things! Wait' till 
Aunt Jane gets hold of you, not to speak 
of Mrs. B. How delighted she will be 
to get you married ! " theatrically casting 
up eyes and hands. 

''Will she?'' defiantly. " She may 
drag me bound to the foot of the altar, 
and gagged into the bargain, but I shall 
shake my head in a way that there will 
be no mistaking." 

'' If you do, I shall immediately recom- 
mend, your being put into a reserved 
compartment in the next train, and sent 
straight off to Earls wood," said her sister 
in a tone of stern determination. 
' After this remark there was a somewhat 
lengthy silence, during which Haidee 
fidgeted with the ornaments on the 
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chimney-piece, tore up a letter, and 
began to make it into spills, and then 
Gussie spoke again. Sweet, very sweet 
to her, was the sound of he|- own voice. 

^' Don't you think, Haidee," she asked 
difl&dently, '^ that we might have a little 
jollification in here, on the strength of 
this grand piece of news? Tea all by 
ourselves, and some of those hot cakes 
that you are so fond of? I'll just go 
and sound Nokey," rising and picking up 
her hat. 

" One for me, and two for yourself ! 
Have your tea and cakes by all means, 
my dear, ^/ you can get them," sarcasti- 
cally ; '^ but pray don't dedicate your little 
feast to me J nor have a jollification on viy 
account ! The very idea of the legacy, 
makes me feel hot all over ; it's hke a 
kind of bad dream, or a story about 
another person ! it's — it's — frightful ! " 

"Well, well, never mind," said Gussie 
soothingly ; " we will have a little debauch, 
on the strength of my mourning ring; 
you can't object to that ! " 
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'* Gussie," ejaculated her sister in a 
shocked voice, *^ I'm certain you would be 
in your element at an Irish wake, and 
would dance a jig, in the room with the 
coffin." 

" Troth and I would, me lady," adopt- 
ing a rich brogue ; "I'd take the floor in 
style, and see if I wouldn't get some one, 
to draw down a match for m^." 

" Gussie ! " But Gussie was gone. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

RANGOON. 

Let us now adjourn to British Burmah, 
and pay a visit to the other legatee, 
Captain Miles Brabazon. — A single flight 
of imagination, will land us in Eangoon, 
without undergoing forty days' torture, on 
the high seas ! We escape, the too noto- 
rious Bay of Biscay, the not always blue 
Mediterranean, the scorching Eed Sea, 
and the chance of. meeting a cyclone 
tearing up the Bay of Bengal. — No 
rickety '^ sampan " need take us ashore 
from the Glasgow steamer ; we are there 
already ! We have left Baronsford in the 
month of April (a late spring) when the 
trees were just beginning to clothe them- 
selves scantily in new green suits, the 
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grass was short and bare, and the prim- 
roses were peeping timidly out under- 
neath the hedgerows, in spite of a steel- 
coloured sky, and nipping winds. 

Here we find a very different scene ! A 
molten heaven, a penetrating royal sun, 
and the densest, greenest, most luxurious 
foliage, on which our eyes have ever 
rested (the nearest approach to vegetation 
and climate is the Palm house in Kew Gar- 
dens). We observe, on all* sides, strange, 
unfamiliar, and magnificent trees. — The 
teak, the palmyra palm, the boo tree 
(oxFicusreligiosd), the neem, the bamboo, 
the pedouk, the tamarind, and the gor- 
geous gold mohur, all seen through an 
atmosphere, as it were quivering and 
tremulous with heiat. — The borders of the 
roads, as we leave the busy town for the 
cantonments, are edged with flowering 
shrubs, and the most brilliant verdure, and 
all manner of curious tropical plants. 
We pass many brown bungalows, ele- 
vated on long wooden legs — which have an 
indecent, short- frocked appearance, to our 

VOL. I. L 
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European eyes. — ^We pass, Tommy Atkins 
in snow-white garb, pipe in mouth, 
cane in hand, and dog in wake, en 
route to the ever fascinating bazaar. We 
pass, groups of gaily dressed, chatter- 
ing, laughing, Burmese girls, on their 
way up to the ^' Shway Dagon '' or G-reat 
Pagoda, the ubiquitous John China- 
man, with a long pole over his shoulder, 
hawking tea or sweets. We turn the 
corner of '^ Sandwith road," enter a com- 
pound, and here we are at last ! 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

*' I only wish I had your luck, that's all ! 
But I always knew you were bom with a 
silver spoon in your mouth, and that Dame 
Fortune had her eye on you." 

The speaker, a young man in polo 
costume, long boots, and dangerous- 
looking spurs, was sitting on a teak wood 
table in an easy, degagS attitude, with 
his cap set on the side of his close-cropped 
sandy head, a polo stick in one hand, and 
a brandy and soda in the other. 

The gentleman upon whom Dame 
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Fortune was supposed to ** have her eye " 
— also in polo garh — ^was sunken in the 
depths of a Bombay chair, with his coat 
rucked up discontentedly behind his ears, 
and an expression of gloomy dissatisfac- 
tion, upon his naturally gay and good look- 
ing countenance. He held a large blue 
letter in his hand, and the ground around 
him was littered with papers and envelopes, 
evidently the "Europe" mail had just come 
in ! The young man with the brandy and 
soda is Mr. Gee, the other Captain Bra- 
bazon, both officers in the Eoyal Marchers, 
at present luxuriating in the climate of 
British Burmah. — They are friends, and 
partners, in the straggling wooden bunga- 
low in which we find them; which is 
situated close to the officers' mess, on the 
left-hand side of the road, as you go up to 
the big Pagoda, and is known (too well 
known) by the name of "Tumble-down 
Dick," or, as is rudely chalked above the 
door, "Dilapidated Eichard." — A glance is 
sufficient to assure us, that this is entirely 
a bachelor establishment. — Mr. Gee is 
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housekeeper, and manages the commissa- 
riat, lighting, ponies' gram, dogs' dinners ; 
it is with him, that their mutual butler 
has to deal, and a **yery clever" gentle- 
man he finds him! Captain Brahazon 
merely contents himself, with raving at 
his dhoby when his shirts are not to his 
Uking, and swearing at his syces, when 
they provoke him to wrath. The furni- 
ture (to return from this digression) is 
of a rough and ready description. No 
elegances of any kind are scattered about, 
there are no pretty chair backs, there is no 
sofa, no piano, but we observe with a thrill 
of distrust, a brand new cornet, lying on 
a distant table ; which instrument, Mr. Gee 
is commencing to learn with great zeal 
and enthusiasm (needless to remark to the 
exquisite deUght of his immediate neigh- 
bours) . Night, is the time when the muse 
visits him — late at night ; and sometimes 
nothing short of a boot at his head from 
his infuriated brother officer, will silence, 
" The light of other days."— The walls of 
the sitting-room, are partly covered with 
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trophies of the chase, stags' heads (Tam- 
ing), elephant tusks, rifles, tennis bats, 
snipe sticks, etc., which show that these 
young men, find most of their amusements 
out of doors I They are also decorated 
with many sketches, in charcoal or sepia, 
dashed off on the wood, with wonderful 
spirit and effect, field-days (extravagantly 
burlesqued), pony races, some excellent 
caricatures of regimental notorieties, and 
a ^nearly life-size copy, in charcoal, of 
'' Old Father William," with the eel on 
his nose. These are Captain Brabazon's 
contribution, to the adornment of the 
bungalow. — The room opens into a long 
verandah overlooking a large compound 
shut in by many trees — mangoes, jacks, 
prickly pears, and bananas, of densely 
luxurious foliage — and commands a noble 
view of a .range of open stables, with 
bamboo chicks, outside of which no less 
than four very trim, smart-looking ponies, 
are having their tbilets made, with much 
champing, and stamping, and tail frisking. 
*'Luck, indeed," growled Captain 
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Brabazon angrily, crampKng up the letter 
and thrusting it into his breast pocket, *^ I 
see no luck in it ; quite the other way ! 
And as to being born with a silver spoon 
in my mouth, I have not discovered it 
yety although I made my appearance on 
this planet just twenty-nine years, ago." 

'' Will ye listen to him ? " cried Mr. 
Oee, apostrophizing an enormous lizard 
on the ceiUng — a reptile common to 
Burmese bungalows, and known as a 
" Tucktoo." *^ Have you not always had 
enough for your modest wants ? "' 

*' That's because they were modest," 
returned the other promptly. 

*' Have you not had the best of health, 
even in this beastly climate? which is 
enough to undermine the constitution of 
a rhinoceros ! Have you not had speedy 
promotion ? Haven't you youth ? " paus- 
ing a second for breath. 

" Go on, don't shirk it ? Why not say 
beauty at once?" suggested his companion 
encouragingly. 

'^ Well, I'll even go as far as that," 
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generously, ^^ though that was not what I 
was going to remark ; but every one knows, 
yourself included, that you're a deuced 
good-looking fellow, and quite one of our 
show men— as you hint ! " 

*'I never hinted anything of the sort," 
returned his friend indignantly, now 
searching for his cigar-case ; '^ but go on. 
Anything else in a small way ? " 

"You have no debts," blinking cheer- 
faUy. 

" Not that I'm aware of, beyond my 
mess bill for the current month." 

" No love affairs ? " experimentally. 

Here Captain Brabazon was understood 
to -thank his stars most warmly, that he 
had not. 

" You have a brace of the best polo 
ponies in Burmah, and can ride them." 

" What the deuce would be the use of 
them, if I could not ? I don't keep them 
to look at, like Fordyce ; couldn't afford 
it," taking his cheroot out of his mouth, 
and surveying the end of it, with some 
suspicion. 
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** You never get a bit of blue, like me ; 
you are never slanged in the orderly- 
room, as I was this morning ! And, by 
the same token, the old chief will go off 
in one of these rages, some day, if he does 
not mind himself. It's dangerous for a 
man of his dimensions, to let his angry 
passions rise to such an extent in this 
climate, and there will be a step,'' holding 
out his hand, as though he were offering 
it on the spot. 

^' You must remember, that I have not 
your extraordinary genius for practical 
joking, and playing the fool," observed 
his friend with contemptuous irony. 

"I'm not so sure of that!" winking 
confidentially at the Tucktoo ; " however, 
it is admitted, that you have youth, 
health, promotion, no debts, no love 
affairs, no scrapes, and you have actually 
the cheek, to sit there calmly, and tell me 
to my face, that you are not a lucky feUow, 
when bang on the top of all this, comes 
a thumping legacy Of forty thousand 
pounds ! ! ! I only wish, I had half your 
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complaint, that's all ! '' jumping violently 
off the table, as though to emphasize the 
fact. 

" I wish to goodness you Z^at?,'^ returned 
the other sulkily. " You seem to forget, 
my very clever, and sanguine friend, that 
I*ve only a haK-share in the booty, a 
half-share and a better half. — Sounds 
like a pun, eh ? You have overlooked 
one Httle detail — matrimony, and that 
if I don't marry this girl, within six 
months, all the coin goes to this college 
in Calcutta. Did you ever know such 
an old hunks ? " Now standing up, 
walking to the doorway, and leaning 
against one of the posts, *'Why the 
mischief could he not divide the money, 
and leave us each half? "he demanded 
angrily of his companion. 

** Ay, why indeed ? " rejoined Mr. Gee, 
lazily appealing to the Tucktoo, who 
still remained glued to the ceiling, in an 
apparently torpid condition. 

**I beheve it was all this Tucktoo, 
Miles," pointing upwards with his polo 
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stick, **that brought you the fortune. 
You know they say, they are awfully lucky 
in a house. Cricket on the hearth busi- 
ness. What do you think, eh ? '' 

" I thiak you are mad about Tucktoos," 
rejoined his companion impatiently — 
'* Tucktoo indeed ! It all came of my 
tipping him a ten-pound note." 

'^Your grandmother!'' ejaculated Mr. 
Gee, with a laugh of the rudest increduhty. 

" Great grandmother, if you Uke ; but 
it's a fact! When the old chap came 
home from India, with pots of money, he 
was awfully afraid of being set upon by 
hordes of needy relations, and we are 
rather an impecunious family," candidly. 
''A bright idea struck him. He hastily 
retired to a shady suburb in London, well 
aloof from all connections, and set up as 
a pauper. In other words, sent round a 
begging letter, or etppeal to the family for 
a Uttle help, to keep him from want in his 
old age. Eather a grim kind of joke, eh ? " 

^^Eather," returned Mr. Gee admir- 
ingly ; *^ and not at all a bad idea ! " 
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" An old fellow who was capable of that, 
would be capable of anything^ this will 
inclusive," exclaimed his nephew em- 
phatically. " However, to go on with my 
story, Mrs. Adrian Brabazon — my future 
step-mother in law — ^pleaded poverty; 
Aunt Jane made no excuse of any kind, 
doubtless she smelt a rat ; and I, being 
just then rather flush of coin, sent him a 
tenner, with a promise to do what I could ; 
for, after all, he was my father's brother, 
and I could not let the old beggar starve," 
apologetically. 

*' Go on, go on ; I'm just boiling to hear 
the sequel," said Mr. Gee, nodding his 
head like a mandarin. 

" Patience ! give me time, my dear sir. 
In a few days, back came a letter, saying 
that the other was a hoaxy and he had 
only sent it to try me, and feel the family 
pulse, so to speak ; and as I had responded 
in a liberal spirit (I being a needy young 
subaltern myself), I would never have any 
cause to regret my generosity. However, 
he closed on the tenner, all the same ; and 
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that's the last I heard of him, till I got this 
thing to-day ! " indicating the blue letter 
in his pocket, with a jerk of his thumb. 

" I wish to goodness, a wealthy relative 
would play me the same trick/' said his 
companion fervently. "A sprat of ten 
pounds, landing a salmon of forty thousand, 
is Aplenty good business,' as they say out 
here. And, by the way, about your cousin ; 
did she tip him too ? " grinning. 

^^Not that I am aware of. She must 
have been in short frocks, at the time of 
this particular episode." 

^^And have you never seen her?" 
inquisitively. 

^' Not to remember distinctly. There 
were two little girls at Aunt Jane's, when 
I went to say good-bye, years ago. I 
recollect chasing one of them round and 
round the garden, and kissing her tre- 
mendously; but which it was I don't know, 
and I suppose it would be a deHcate 
subject to inquire into. By a violent 
effort of memory, I recall long thin legs, 
and a cocked nose." 
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*' Pretty picture ! But if she were as 
ugly as the pig-faced lady herself, I'd 
marry her and never think twice about 
it," said Mr. Gee resolutely. *' There's a 
lot of spending in forty thousand pounds ; 
but I can't fancy an old stick-in-the-mud 
like you, chasing and kissing any girl, 
young or old," grinning. ^' Tell me some 
more about her," tossing off his cap and 
subsiding into a chair in the verandah. 
'^ Where does she live, when she is at 
home ? Has she any sister that would 
be likely to come in for money ? Come, 
don't be so glum, man alive ! " 

^^ I would have to go into our family 
history," said Miles, also going out on 
to the verandah, and leaning against 
one of the wooden pillars, with his 
hands in his pockets, " and that sort of 
thing is rather a bore^ in this climate 
especially." 

^' Never mind for once in a way," re- 
joined his companion cheerfully; ^' it's not 
every day, you can tell me the pedigree of 
your future wife," now deliberately stick- 
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ing his eyeglass in his eye, and critically 
scanning his friend. 

At this encouraging remark, Captain 
Brabazon actually coloured, and looked 
as if he were about to make some angry 
retort; however, on second thoughts, he 
merely observed, "You are as fond of 
news and as full of curiosity as any old 
woman. Now then, listen once for all. 
My grandfather had four sons, and one 
daughter. Firstly," ticking them off on 
his fingers, "Adrian, who died, leaving 
a widow and four children ; secondly. 
Uncle George, who made a fortune in 
indigo; thirdly, my father, who was 
killed in the Crimea; fourthly, Sandy, who 
mysteriously disappeared some twenty 
years ago, in consequence, it was sup- 
posed, of a disastrous love affair ; fifthly, 
Jane, our rich spinster aunt, who lives 
near Baronsford, and acts as moral 
poUceman to the family. Now you have us 
root and branch ! I hope you are wiser ! " 

"Yes. — But I've not heard anything 
about yowr young lady. It has been 
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Hamlet minus the Prince of Denmark, 
with a vengeance." 

" Then I'll read yon a letter, and en- 
lighten yon, for I know very little about 
her myself. There are lots to choose from," 
pointing indoors with his cheroot. *' See 
what it is to come in for a fortune! 
There's Mrs. Brabazon's, frightfully gush- 
ing, and full of delight, congratulation, 
and consent. — It would be manners to 
wait till she was asked! There's Aunt 
Jane's, that looks as if it was written 
with a pin, crammed with advice. 
There's my sister Connie's " 

'^ That's the one for my money," inter- 
rupted, Mr. Gee, loudly snapping his 
fingers. " Mrs. Curzon will tell us all 
about it, so fire away;" now composing 
himself comfortably, with half-shut eyes, 
and a judicial expression on his shrewd 
little countenance, whilst his companion, 
having picked out the letter in question, 
and leaning against the pillar once more, 
began to read aloud the following effusion 
(we spare the reader Mr. Gee's constant 
interruption) : — 
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" Chesliam St., S.W. 

^' My DEAR Miles, 

"Of course,' you have opened 
and read Mr. Barker's letter, and know 
the great news, i.e. that you are now 
a rich and an engaged man! I wonder 
how you are taking it ? I'm sure your 
face is a beautiful study this minute; I 
wish I could see it." ("I wish she could/ 
interpolated Mr. Gee, emphatically.) 
"Fancy old Uncle George, a curmud- 
geon, who hated all womenkind with a 
deadly animosity, and called Aunt Jane 
a ^she devil' to her face, becoming a 
matchmaker in his latter days, and 
providing you with a wife and fortune ! 
We are gradually recovering from the 
first shock, and our own special dis- 
appointments. — Mrs. Brabazon thought 
(I'm sure I don't know on what grounds) 
that she would have been 'remembered.' 
Florian declares that, being his godson, 
he had a legal claim ; and I had my own 
pleasant little anticipations. Was I not 
saddled with the name of Qeorgina, in his 
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honour ? I had quite put myself down for 
five thousand pounds (which, by the 
"way, you may as well hand over), and 
here has Haidee, what you would call ' a 
dark outsider,' come in and won in a 
common canter. Do you know how it 
happened ? No, of course you don't ; and 
you shall hear without further delay. 
Three years ago, when she was returning 
from school, just as the train was starting 
from Victoria, an old gentleman and his 
man servant, came scuffling up. He was 
the queerest old guy you ever beheld, in a 
white beaver hat, a blue cut-away coat 
(date unknown), and a checked tie, and 
carried an umbrella that would frighten 
you ! The carriage door was flung open, 
but the inmates showed no flattering de- 
sire for his society ; very much the other 
way, squared themselves and scowled. 
But Haidee, who is good natured, (please 
make a note of this) made room for 
him, furled his gamp, and in fact did the 
honours of the compartment so agree- 
ably, and comported herself so worthily, 

VOL. I. M 
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that when he descended at a station, he 
begged the favour of her name and 
address, which she gave, little dreaming 
that the yellow-faced old fogey was the re- 
nowned Uncle George. About six months 
later came an invitation, asking her to 
spend three days with the old gentleman. 
You can picture her feelings. Something 
similar to those of Beauty, when her 
father broke it to her gently, that she was 
to be the guest of the beast ! However, 
like Beauty, she returned alive ; and now 
it appears that you are io be the Prince ! 
Her description of the menage (she spent 
a day with me), the parrot, the mongoose, 
the Hindostani, always talked by Uncle 
George, old Sopp, and the parrot, simply 
made us screech. It seems that she made 
a very favourable impression on Uncle G., 
Sopp, and the bird ; and that they laid their 
heads together, and took council, and came 
to the conclusion, that she was to be re- 
warded with your hand, and that it was a 
pity to divide the money in the funds ! 
" Seriously, my dear Miles, she is a very 
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nice girl — pretty and lively, or would be 
the latter, only for her stepmother, who 
keeps these poor girls strictly in the back- 
groiind, and is the embodiment of a dozen 
wet blankets, consequently they are shy — 
at any rate Haidee is — and countrified. I 
should like her for a sister-in-law very 
much; and you have my fall, and free 
consent ! This, as the King says in the 
trial in Wonderland, is most important. 
Of coui-se you will come home at once. 
By the time this reaches you, six weeks 
of the six months will be gone. You will 
never be so mad as to let the money go 
to the college in Calcutta ; if you do, I 
shall consider that you are not responsible 
for your actions^ and I put such an awful 
idea quite outside the range of possibiUty ! 
If this effusion is sUghtly incoherent, it 
is because there is a frightful storm going 
on, and I am what cook calls, 'that 
nervous,' expecting every instant the 
roof to be blown off the house ! I wish to 
goodness the Americans, would keep their 
gales to themselves. 
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'* And send us fine weather ! The boys 
have all had scaiietina, very mildly, and 
are better, dear fellows, and out every day. 
You will see them immensely grown and 
improved. Horace is the image of what 
you were ! Mind you sell off your little 
effects without delay, and come home 
immediately to your affectionate sister, 

*^ Connie Cukzon. 

*'P.S. — If you like to bring me a 
Tolizan, a basket-teapot, some egg- 
shell china, and two silver bowls, also 
some jars, of ginger, for the dear boys, 
you may. 

'' Sell off my little effects ! I think I 
see myself ! " exclaimed her brother, fold- 
ing up her letter with deliberate contempt. 
^' With the snipe just coming in, and the 
races on next month ! " 

^' But you will have heaps of racing 
and shooting at home," observed Mr. Gee. 

" No sport to hold a candle to what 
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we have out here. Thirty brace of snipe 
within four miles at Ya Goo ; or if you 
like to go down the river to Siriam, 
there are a couple of hundred actually 
expecting you ! Besides all this, I'm going 
to have a shot for the gold cup with 
Destiny, and I've promised Patterson to 
ride Typhoon, in the hunt steeplechase, 
so I don't stir for a month — t/then." 

'' m tell you what ! " Mr. Gee's favourite 
preamble, '^ You are too old to be talking 
such nonsense ! A child, would know 
better than to be playing with his — his 
fate, in this way! And as to Typhoon 
— ^a nasty, bad-tempered, pulling little 
devil, with as much mouth as a wall; 
he'll hill somebody yet! Ferguson had 
to be carried home in a sheet after the 
Sky races. Why doesn't Patterson ride 
him himself? " peevishly. ^^ If he is to kill 
any one, let him kill liim I It's murder 
to ask a man to ride him ! " blinking his 
white eyelashes with lightning rapidity. 
''Why doesn't he ride?" he reiterated, 
suddenly sitting erect. 
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*'0h, Pat is too heavy; he can't hold 
him," rejoined his companion, throwing 
away the stump of his cheroot. 

^^ Kather not," contemptuously, shrug- 
ging his shoulders. ^'I saw him bolting 
smack into a gharry in Halpin's road 
yesterday, with his mouth wide open." 

*' Who, Patterson ? " in a tone of ironi- 
cal inquiry. 

*^No," irritably; **but your precious 
mount, Typhoon. I should not wonder 
if he broke your neck." 

^^ I see that the comforters of the man 
of Uz are not yet extinct," returned 
Captain Brabazon with a laugh; and 
whilst he is arguing his friend into a more 
hopeful frame of mind, we will take the 
opportunity of sketching his portrait. 

He is of a little above middle height, 
slight and well made, with a thin sun- 
burnt face, rather dark lazy-looking eyes, 
set under a square brow, regular features, 
a well-grown moustache, — several shades 
lighter, than his closely cropped brown 
hair. — There is something indolent in his 
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look and attitude, that reminds us a little 
of his cousin Florian ; but a certain curve 
of lip, and chin, point to decision of cha- 
racter, and fund of energy, that is the 
very antipodes to the heir of Baronsford ; 
— and it would never surprise us to hear 
that Captain Brabazon had latent capa- 
bilities in the shape of a fiery temper. 
Undoubtedly he is a very presentable 
young man, as Dicky has already hinted, 
and *^ Miles," as he was usually called, by 
his brother officers, was very popular, and 
unanimously considered to *' do." True, 
that in the early part of his career, a smart 
comrade had wittily endowed him with 
the nickname of ** England Brabazon," 
because ''he expected every man to do 
his duty; " but these were very early days, 
and he had long since grown out of his 
reluctance for monotonous regimental 
work, and had roused himself into being 
one of the smartest skippers in the Bat' 
talion. He was dressed in neat breeches, 
and boots, like his companion ; a tweed 
coat, and a scarlet and white polo cap set 



168 SOME ONE ELSE. 

on the back of his head, completes his 
costume, as he stands before us lighting 
his second cheroot since we have made 
his acquaintance, and assuring Mr. Gree 
that if Typhoon can stand up "he is a 
moral, my dear sir ; a moral for the hunt 
steeplechase," and come what might, he 
won't stir from Eangoon till after the 
races ! 

Now for Mr. Gee's portrait ! Dame 
Nature has not been nearly so liberal to 
him. — ^As he frankly says himseK, "he was 
at the back of the door, when beauty was 
being served out." He is, in fact, small 
and sandy, with freckled features, white 
eyelashes, and a very faint but fondly 
cherished moustache. There is a good 
deal of intelUgence in his twinkling grey 
eyes, and it is a generally accepted fact, 
that " Gee is a clever little beggar, you 
know, passed well out of Sandhurst, 
hardly mugged a bit, and could do any- 
thing he chose." But now, Mr. Gee does 
not choose to do anything but amuse him- 
self ! and has flung learning to the winds ; 
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tod goes in for polo, paper chasing, shoot- 
ing, and young ladies. Yes, he * 'fancies'* 
himself very much indeed as a ladies' 
man, and has been known to give capital 
tea-parties in Tumbledown Dick, — always, 
be it understood, in the absence of his 
partner.— If Miles, were to return, and 
find their mutual sitting-room full of 
petticoats, and tea cups, with Bobby 
Knox in the middle, playing on his 
banjo, there would be, we quote Mr. Gee 
himself, '^ nothing less than murder.'' 
Dicky has only to open his mouth, to 
proclaim his nationality — he hails from 
the province of Ulster, where the Irish 
brogue is usually adulterated by a strong 
Scotch accent, and where Irish wit, is not 
uncommonly allied to that shrewdness, for 
which the land o' cakes is so justly famous ! 
" Come along, and have a look at the 
etud," said Captain Brabazon, after a 
long silence, ^' I want to see Kocket and 
Squib bedded down." N.B. — ^A goodly 
portion of these young men's leisure was 
spent in what they called '^looking at 
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the stud." A stud comprising eight 
handsome, haxdy Pegu, or Shan ponies. 

" That was a tremendous tussle we 
had for that last goal this afternoon," 
said Mr. Gee, stretching himseK lazily, 
and rising leisurely. 

** Yes. By George ! I should think 
so," assented the other emphatically. 
''Tommy Hawkins is perfectly useless; 
he ought to be put out of the team; 
standing in the middle of the ground, 
in everybody's way, with his mouth wide 
open, as if he expected the ball to come 
to him and be swallowed." 

Having unanimously voted Tommy 
'' an awful duffer," and " a thundering 
nuisance," they clattered down the 
wooden steps, and in another moment 
were half - way across the compound, 
followed by a motley pack of dogs, who 
had appeared on the scene as if by magic, 
and were now scampering exuberantly in 
their wake. 



( 171 ) 



CHAPTER X. 

THE GOLD CUP. 

Picture Rangoon on a brilliant afternoon, 
late in the month of May, dense masses 
of magnificent foliage hiding its ^vide- 
spread dimensions, the treacherous green 
Irrawaddy swirling past its ship-besieged 
wharves, the great ^^ Shway Dagon,'' or 
Golden Pagoda, towering high above the 
trees, one mass of blazing light, and the 
Pohn Gyee Kyouns (or priests' houses), 
showing their graceful pointed roofs here 
and there, among the luxuriant palms, 
frangipannis, and mangoes. — It is the 
chief day of the races, the ** Cup Day," 
and all the world and his wife, are flocking 
to the course in their best bibs and tuckers. 
Burmans ifi gorgeous checked orange and 
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red putsoes, and hordes of Chinamen 
in roomy blue trousers, white coat, and 
pig tail. All are bent in the one direction ; 
in dusty gharries, drawn by sturdy iU-used 
ponies, on foot, or (as in the case of 
the Europeans) in T-carts, broughams, 
or waggonettes, all are either on the race- 
course, or on their way to that universal 
goal. The grand stand is crammed, and 
many are the pretty faces, and new 
^^ Europe" bonnets and frocks. — We do 
not venture to ascend, but humbly pass 
on to the paddock, and are brought up 
by this announcement in large letters : — 

Notice. — Eangoon Spring Meeting. — 
Subscribers are informed, that only the 
syces and attendants of owners and 
riders will be admitted to the paddock ; 
other servants, butlers, ayahs, and so 
forth, will not be allowed inside the 
enclosure unless on payment of gate- 
mon^y. — Signed, John Smith, Secretary. 

What a butler, much less an ayah, can 
have to do with the ** weighing in " of 
jockeys puzzles us for a few seconds ; but 
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we have no time for speculation, and pass 
into the enclosure and discover Miles 
Brabazon and his friend, anxiously super- 
intending the saddling of ^'Destiny;" 
Mr. Gee, between sundry clouds of smoke, 
declaring impressively '' that he ought 
to about do it ! for he is as hard as nails," 
and that, in his opinion, "no fitter pony 
ever stood on iron ! " 

Various formidable jumps are dispersed 
over themidan (plain), and not a few well- 
shaped animals in clothing, and hoods, 
are being walked up and down near the 
bamboo stables, under the plane trees, 
(which surround the course on all sides 
like a park). Eound the stand, there is 
an immense surging crowd, plentifully be- 
sprinkled with Tommy Atkins, and John 
Chinaman, — whose loud monosyllabic 
"jabber," drowns all other voices, — but 
chiefly composed of the merry /^^e-loving 
Burmese, well named " the Irish of the 
East." Every one is pushing and thnist- 
ing in a perfectly good-humoured, semi- 
jocular manner, to get well to the front 
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and see the ponies parading down from 
the paddock ; and now they appear, these 
thick-set, well-made, gentlemanly little 
creatures, of only thirteen hands, with 
hogged or plaited manes, and short 
vivacious tails, carrying as much money 
on their fate, as first-class racers in far- 
away foggy England. The first event 
was only a mile on the flat, not specially 
interesting, as the favourite won, in turf 
parlance, in a common canter. Next 
came a do^en Burmans, in high-peaked 
red saddles, with massive bits, in their 
ponies' mouths, long white rods in their 
hands, and yards of their black hair 
streaming wildly behind them; lashing 
their ponies, the air, and each other with 
strict impartiality, yelling they pass the 
stand, and twice round the course full 
speed ; brandishing their wands and their 
arms, and looking as if the whole con- 
tents of the lower regions, were after 
them in hot pursuit ! The race was won 
amid shrieks of triumph by a white pony 
called ^'Neela," the property of Moung 
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Lla Phaw Yan, and we were not very 
much wiser than we were before ! Next 
on the card came the Gold Cup, and a 
solemn pause precedes this, the great 
feature of the May meeting. The crowd 
refresh themselves with fruit and sweets, 
and delicacies of a very questionable 
appearance, begin to circulate on lacquer 
trays among the Burmese spectators. 
All smoke furiously, men and women 
alike, from the coquettish cigarette, to 
the formidable green cheroot, nearly the 
size of a penny roll ; and a buzz of ani- 
mated conversation is kept up, with a brisk 
interchange of the richest jokes, judging 
from the peals, and peals, of laughter. 

Presently four of the best ponies in 
British Burmah file out of the paddock, 
as hard as nails, as smooth as satin, take 
their prehminary canter, and are off! 
Our sympathies of course are with 
the chestnut — and the white jacket — 
Destiny and his rider. — How many 
hearts are throbbing double time ! How 
many eyes are strained, and fixed on 
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that fleet quartette ! How many young 
men are sorry nowy that they plunged so 
heavily in the lotteries last night ! as 
Destiny, Dundalk, Blue Ruin, and Odd 
Trick, round the last quarter of a mile in 
company, and commence a desperate 
struggle for the '' run in." 

^' Odd Trick has it," sdream the 
multitude, hoarsely. Counter yells of 
'^Blue Euin! Blue. Ruin! Ride him 
out ! Ride him out ! " Then one unani- 
mous roar of ^^ Destiny T' — Yes, Destiny 
has come with a rush, in the last thirty 
yards, and landed his master winner of 
the Gold Cup,— and the proudest man 
in British Burmah ! 

Excited voluble crowds, now swarm 
round the hardy, game little chestnut, who, 
in spite of his. two-mile gallop, and eleven 
stone eight on his back, is quite on the qui 
vive to be off again ! The men of Captain 
Brabazon's company, are with diflSculty 
restrained from carrying the winner bodily 
into the paddock ; indeed, the whole 
regiment look upon the achievement as 
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a brilliant personal triumph, and many 
drinks are quaffed to celebrate the occa- 
sion ! The gold cup is ^' a trophy/' and 
Destiny is toasted in beer, arrack, sham- 
shoo, and champagne. The prize itself, 
filled with the latter popular beverage, 
circulates for the behoof of the ladies 
on the stand, escorted by Mr. Gee, who 
accepts all their congratulations and good 
wishes, as Captain Brabazon's proxy, and 
is thoroughly in his element, and in un- 
bounded good humour. 

^* It's all the Tucktoo, my dear fellow," 
he said, thumping his friend on the back 
enthusiastically. "Ever since he has 
been our lodger, you have had it all 
your own way ! And I've not done too 
badly; I won three thousand rupees on 
this myself. — By Jove ! I won't stir 
without him in future. I'll bottle him 
up in spirits of wine, and carry him on my 
person. Eh?" 

^^ Do, for goodness sake!" said his 
companion energetically, " and then, 
there will be an end of him." 

YOL. I. IT 
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*' I say, Miles," insinuatingly, ** you'll 
have to go up above, you know," jerking 
his thumb, "just for a moment. There 
are a lot of nice girls, all dying to make 
your acquaintance; and Mrs. Cameron 
says she must, and will, speak to you ! " 

'* No — no — no ! " impatiently, " the 
starring business is not my line ! I'm not 
like you; I'm," lowering his voice, "too 
^hy," laughing. 

" Not a bit of it ! Up you go. You 
must.^^ And up he had to go, in Mr. 
Gee's wake — who acted as a kind of con- 
ductor, or showman, on the occasion — and 
managed to say a few words, to the few 
ladies, of his acquaintance, with extra- 
ordinary composure (considering his shy- 
ness), and avoiding various alluring intro- 
ductions, pleading another imminent race, 
hurried away at the first opportunity. 
But in spite of the ladies' good wishes, and 
the all-powerful Tucktoo, Miles's luck was 
at an end for that day ! The fourth event 
was the popular hunt steeplechase, two 
and a half miles ; and the obstacles to be 
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cleared by those active Pegu ponies 
would have had to be seen to be believed. 
Twice round the whole parade ground, 
twice across the road, was the course. 
There was a brook, several banks, hurdles, 
and the well-known ^^ log" jump — a by no 
means tempting leap. — Away they go, 
greedy for galloping, and no less than 
twelve in number. Captain Brabazon 
riding the notorious Typhoon (who 
could win every steeplechase with ease, 
if he could but be kept on the course). 
Typhoon, (well named), with an Egyptian 
bit between his set teeth, is giving that 
muscular young man, his jockey, just as 
much as he can do to hold him. He 
goes storming along, merely shaving the 
flags, an excellent imitation of a runaway ; 
maddened to his utmost exertions, by the 
eleven other ponies thundering at his 
heels. — By dint of sheer riding, Miles 
keeps him within bounds, and gets over 
the jumps someliow. — A mile is accom- 
plished ; but such a pace, begins to tell, 
even on a furious little steam-engine, Uke 
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Typhoon, and the inevitable catastrophe 
comes at last ! Frantic at being collared 
by the '^ Snark,'' he yahantly attempts to 
liy a big bank — a well-meant flight, — but 
catching his fore feet, on the top, he 
turns a very complete somersault, landing 
heavily on his back, with his rider under- 
neath him ! 

^^ Hullo, "'cry the spectators, "there's a 
n^sty one ! Who is it ? " 

" Brabazon and Typhoon, of course; 
been bolting all the way round ! " "He 
is up ! " " No, he is not ! " " He is not 
moving ! " " Yes, he is ! " were some of 
the conflicting exclamations. 

Typhoon, but sKghtly stunned, jumped 
up with the agihty of a kid, shook himseK 
thoroughly, curled his tail gaily over his 
back, and tore off after his lafce companions 
at the very top of his speed, taking fence 
for fence like clockwork, and bothering 
every one very much at the finish, by 
jockeying himself in an excellent third. 

And meanwhile his rider, very pale 
and shaken, had staggered, with Dicky's 
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assistance, to the weighing-room, and 
collapsed into the nearest chair. 

*^ Eather a crumpler, wasn't it ? A most 
imperial crowner ! How about the Tuck- 
too now 7^' he asked, with a ghastly- 
smile. ^'No," to a doctor, *'I don't 
think I add to the long hst of bones 
Typhoon has' smashed ; but I do feel as 
if I had just spent ten minutes under a . 
steam roller. He is a heavy brute, and 
no mistake ! " 

But in spite of this cheery view of the 
matter, three broken ribs, were his con- 
tribution to the casualties caused by 
Typhoon, who was taken off the turf as 
a hopeless runaway, and subsequently 
sold to a gharry man in Phayre Street ; 
(and is now, you may be sure, a sadder, if 
not a wiser pony ! ) 

The races concluded with a kind of 
impromptu John Gilpin performance, that 
caused the spectators to shout with merri- 
ment, A match between two horses was 
the last item on the card; between a 
'^ waler " and an Irish horse. — They looked 
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ridiculously out of place, after all the 
small racers who had preceded them. 
The waler was a veteran, who had won 
this event for years; the Irish horse 
a new arrival, and a great lumbering 
monster of seventeen hands high. At 
first he positively declined to leave the 
post at any price! but on second thoughts, 
suddenly went away at a tremendous 
pace, literally devouring the ground, with 
his long, black legs. Soon the waler was 
yards behind — soon there was a distance 
between them — and presently the black 
horse passed the Judge a scornfully easy 
winner. But this did not satisfy him ! 
The race was twice round the course only, . 
and he had been galloped four times round 
every morning, and four times round he 
meant to go, and nothing should prevent 
him. — In vain his jockey, a slight young 
man, in heavily leaded saddle, endea- 
voured to stop his headlong career ; it was 
useless. Donnybrook was determined to 
do his duty, and round the course he tore, 
amidst the shrieks of the spectators, who 
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were literally convulsed with delight. At 
last, when he had accomplished his usual 
morning's work, he hastily dashed through 
the thickest of the crowd — scattering 
Burmese, Chinese, cheroots, and refresh- 
ments — sprang over the water-jump as if 
it were a potato farrow, and clattered off 
down the road, in the direction of his own 
stables. 

Captain Brabazon^s accident detained 
him more than a month in Rangoon. — It 
was the first of July, before the doctors 
gave him a reluctant permission to take 
his passage in the next steamer. *^He 
was running it very fine," •as Mr. Gee 
reminded him most gratuitously, about 
three times a day (not forgetting the 
proverbial friendly ** I told you so," anent 
Typhoon, and a severe course of lec- 
tures) — 

^* The idea of risking time, and life, 
and limb, when so much was at stake," 
etc., etc. And then his unlucky patient, 
would make angry answer, and declare, 
*'If you say another word, Dicky, I 
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won't go home at all. I'll be shot if 
I do ! " 

His brother oflScers, were very kind in 
coming to see him, and paying him long 
visits, bringing him books, papers, and all 
the news they could collect, to entertain 
him, as he lay on his narrow portable cot, 
in Tumbledown Dick. The dogs, too, 
were disposed to be exceedingly attentive ; 
six of them, would have sat upon his bed, 
on the smallest encouragement, and with 
the greatest pleasure. — No one but Mr. 
Gee, knew how unfortunate was this 
enforced delay ; how the precious golden 
moments were running away like sands in 
an hour-glass ; and how short a time re- 
mained to Miles Brabazon, to see, and 
woo, and win his cousin Haidee. 

Over and over again, he had told Mr. 
Gee that *^ he did not wish to go home 
at all. He did not want a wife, much 
less one of his uncle's choosing; that if 
he did go, it would simply be because he 
had bothered him, and made his life a 
burthen to him ; and that he heartily 
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wished he could make him over the 
whole business. Yes," in answer to a 
mahciously worded inquiry, ^^ money s>nd. 
all ! " *' However, as he knew, he would 
have no peace otherwise, he would go 
home as a matter of form; but the chances 
were, he would return a bachelor." He 
even went so far as to quote Herrick's 
lines : — 

" A bachelor I will 

Live as I have lived still, 
And never take a wife 
To crucify my life." 

To all this Mr, Dicky listened with 
angry contempt, saying, ^^I tell you 
what ! If you do return a bachelor, you 
shan't come here/ You shall be stowed 
away with the lunatic criminals in the 
jail/' blinking furiously. ^^ Take the 
goods the gods provide, and don't be a 
fool ! " 

^' No, I won't be a fool if I can help it, 
Dicky," said the other, who was so far 
convalescent, as to be promoted to a chair 
in the verandah. *^ If I don't like her 
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well enough to marry her, without a 
sixpence, I won't marry her at all," 
resolutely. " And there is another view 
of the subject that I should like to intro- 
duce to your notice. — Supposing she 
won't have anything to say to me ? I'm 
not a lady killer, like you^ you know." 
(Here Dicky blinked half a dozen times 
with intense complacency, in pleased ac- 
knowledgment, of the implied compli- 
ment.) *' Supposing she does not like 
me ; it's just possible, you know. — I may 
not suit at all. I've no compliments at my 
fingers' ends, no pretty little speeches, no 
experience of young ladies, and — I — have 
a temper," apologetically. 

** Yes, thank you," derisively, ''you 
need not tell me that. I've not lived 
five years under the same roof with you 
for nothing. But there are only a few 
things that rile you properly, and I could 
give her a little chart ! Sneaking of any 
sortj scarcity of starch, abusing your 
friends, snobbishness, badly cleaned sad- 
dles " 
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^' Shut up, will you," interrupted Miles, 
impatiently, ** and let me go on. A tem- 
per I have got, I'm aware, but it soon 
goes over." 

^'A word and a blow," suggested 
Dicky, grinning; "and a will of your 
own into the bargain. You know you 
always lead me by the nose, whenever 
you choose, and keep me under your 
thumb." 

" Do I ? " smiling incredulously. " I'm 
not so sure of that ! ! However, you and 
I, can always dissolve partnership at a 
moment's notice ; but with a wife, it's 
another affair, and as I own to a temper, 
and you say I'm a tyrant, it's more than 
likely we should not hit it off at all." 

"Yes, you would," exclaimed Dicky 
impulsively ; " every one gets on with 
you, old fellow, and it will be her fault if 
she does not ! I'll lay a hundred to one." 

" Nonsense ! Keep your compliments 
^or young ladies — or do you happen to 
want anything ?" 

" No, nothing to-day," grinning, " only 



188 SOME ONE ELSE. 

to see you off en route to marry the 
heiress. Mind you, if it ever comes to 
anything, and she becomes Mrs. Miles, 
you tell her, like an honourable man, how 
I stood her friend, and the difficulty I had 
in bringing you to the scratch ! " 

*' You may rely upon me, to inform her 
before we leave the church. But seriously, 
it's more than likdy, there will be no 
wedding ! My heart is not set like yours, 
with a hair trigger, ready to go off, on the 
faintest provocation ! I've got on very 
well so far without a wife and fortune. 
"Why should I marry, and, as some fellow 
said, sow the seeds of a life-long hatred ? 
— It's extremely probable, that she will 
have nothing to do with me ; — and I cer- 
tainly shan't die of grief, if the whole 
thing ' busts up,' as they say in Yankee 
land." 

These sentiments, were stigmatized by 
Mr. Gee as drivel, and bosh, and the 
ravings of a madman, more or less ; and 
he would be really quite beside himself, 
when the patient, wearied of a monoto- 
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nous indoor invalid life, became captious 
and irritable, and would sometimes de- 
clare that '* he did not intend to take his 
passage at all ! He would not go home 
on a wild-goose chase; hanged if he 
would!" 

However, he did. — Early in July the 
establishment at '^ Dilapidated Eichard " 
was broken up ; the ponies Destiny, Cheap 
Jack, Eocket, and Squib, found other 
masters ; the dogs, good regimental situa- 
tions; and one fine morning, Captain 
Brabazon (who had obtained leave, on 
urgent private affairs) was seen off on 
board the Madras steamer,' by his brother 
officers en masse ; and was soon steaming 
down between the high jungly banks of 
the rapid Irrawaddy, taking his last look 
at the far-famed Golden Pagoda, and 
bidding adieu for ever, to the Land of the 
Lord of the White Elephant I 
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CHAPTER XI. 

HE HAS COME HOME. 

*' Your young man has come home, 
Hiiidee ! " Thus delicately was the matter 
broken to her by Florian, one sultry 
August afternoon, as he stood on the 
schoolroom rug, with his back to the 
empty grate, and his coat-tails under 
his arm, surveying his sisters with lazy 
patronage. Gussie was seated at the 
table, doing two things at a time — 
reading a novel, and eating raspberries 
from a cabbage leaf which lay before her. 
— I am afraid, we cannot conceal from 
ourselves the deplorable fact, that Augusta 
is — greedy ! Well, it is not a nice word, 
but what other will imply this Uttle 
failing? From her tenderest youth, a 
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tart or cake have appealed to her feelings 
more directly than aught else; and now, 
in her maturer years, she is still honestly 
constant to her love of good things, and 
takes the keenest personal interest in the 
daily menu, Gussie paused, with a rasp- 
berry en route to her lips, and glanced 
quickly at her sister, who was sitting in a 
low chair, mending a pair of gloves whose 
glory had long departed. — Yes, Haidee's 
face now outrivalled, in colour, the fruit 
in her hand, *' I met him yesterday 
in town," proceeded Florian. '*He was 
walking with a fellow I know — Jack 
Dennis — and he introduced me to him. 
He said he was on his way to his tailor's, 
and I'm sure it was not before he wanted 
a new kit ! " contemptuously. ' ' His clothes 
looked awfully seedy; I wouldn't have 
been seen speaking to him in the Club, 
for a fiver ! I suppose, when he has made 
himself presentable, he'll come down 
here ! " he concluded condescendingly 
(having a sustaining consciousness, of his 
own immaculate appearance). 



192 SOME ONE ELSE. 

**You should have told him, what 
powerful influence a good tailor has on 
a young man's prospects," said Gussie, 
despatching her last raspberry. " What 
is he like ? " 

^^Oh! nothing startling," in a "hold 
cheap " voice. ** But I should not wonder 
if be fancied himself a good bit ! I hear 
the Marchers, have a lot of side on ! " 

** Well, that's ^a family failing," said 
Gussie tolerantly. ''But is he fair or 
daik, tall or short, fat or thin ? " 

*'Dark. — He's got very good teeth; 
that's all I remarked about him, except 
his mouldy-looking clothes. — I wonder 
what tooth-powder he uses," he added 
meditatively. '' By Jove, I'll ask him, 
when he comes down." 

'* Probably his teeth are false ! " said 
Augusta discouragingly ; throwing down 
the last stalk as she spoke, and putting 
away the cabbage leaf. '' When do you 
think he'll be here ? " 

*' I say ! how badly you girls are 
always turned out," returned her brother 
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irrelevantly. " I'm sure I've seen Haidee 
in that old cream-coloured gown, for the 
last three years. It has no cut about it at 
all, no make, or shape," discontentedly. 
'' Why, the landlady at my lodgings, has 
a better made garment." 

'^Jray don't abuse it, too much; I made 
it myself," said Haidee, speaking at last. 
''But as you have condescended, to take 
such flattering interest in my appearance, 
I shall get all my gowns in future, from 
Madame Elise ! I wonder, if she'd let me 
have a dress at the same cost as this — 
seven-and-sixpence ? " holding out her 
arm, and surveying the sleeve, and ma- 
terial, quite gravely. 

'' How sharp we are ! " retorted Florian 
with a sneer. '' If you don't look out, 
that tongue of yours, will get you into 
trouble ! Your face may be very taking, 
but defend me from your manner ! How- 
ever, as he has run it so fine " (Mr. Gee's 
very words) — '' only five weeks between 
this and the fatal day— Miles Brabazon 
won't have much time, to find you out ! " 

VOL. [. 
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''You need not make yourself uneasy 
about /tim," returned his sister coolly, 
snipping oflf a thread. ^* Neither my 
appearance, nor my temper, will concern 
him in any way." 

^'Considering that you are going to 
marry him, I don't know any one, they 
will concern more ! " combatively. 

" Who says I'm going to marry him ? " 
her eyes, .flashing challenges, at her 
brother. 

''I do — Mrs. Brabazon — every one," 
pulling up his collar with a jerk. 

'' Then you are all quite mistaken, for I 
am not going to do anything of the sort! " 

'^What! Are you mad?" raising his 
voice from C natural to F sharp. 

** Don't mind her. Don't mind her ! " 
broke in Gussie soothingly. *'I never 
do ; it is all talk ! " 

^' Is it ? " impetuously. '^ You'U soon 
see." 

"Miss Brabazon," said a famihar figure 
at the door, *' the washing has come 
home, and can you come, please ? " 
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'* Haidee, it's your week," nodding 
authoritatively towards her sister, who, 
without another word, picked up the 
key basket, took off her thimble, and 
left the room, — holding her head in an 
unusually lofty manner. 

*^ She does not mean it, does she?'' 
said Florian, looking over at Gussie, 
with a face of genuine alarm. 

**No, — I don't know. — The best thing 
is, never to talk about it; just leave it 
aU to chance ! " 

'* Chance ! Humph ! " contemptuously. 
^'It's quite time, one of you were getting 
off, you know," with brotherly candour. 

** So it is ; and I should be the one to 
' go off,' as you call it firsts for I've been 
out, and Haidee hasn't," returned Gussie, 
with the utmost composure. 

^* She's an uncommonly handsome 
girl," said Florian grudgingly, '^ and 
would probably make some swell mar- 
riage, if she had a season in town, and 
knew how to dress herseK properly, and 
hold her tongue ! However, Miles Bra- 
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bazon will do very well, as times go," 
yawning and stretching; ''and from the 
little I saw of him, I shouldn't wonder, 
if Miss Haidee ' Spitfire ' has met her 
match ! " 

For months (three), Miles Brahazon and 
the legacy had been dinned into Haidee's 
ears by Mrs. Brahazon, Miss Jane, and 
Gussie; her good fortune, their belief, 
that she would make a favourable im- 
pression, their fears, that her brusque- 
liess would ruin her prospects. — At one 
moment, petted as the possible ^a?zc^^ ; at 
another, lectured as the possible failure ! 
At times she was nearly beside herself. 

She had had great hopes, that her 
cousin would not return ; hopes that rose 
very high, when May, and June, and July, 
passed, and he failed to make his appear- 
ance. But now he was actually in London. 
He was coming. — Her heart, like that of 
the psalmist, felt like melted wax, when 
she thought of their first interview. She 
could not sleep, she could not eat, her 
mind was in such a whirl of terrified 
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expectation. She resolved (seeing that 
she must meet him, and that there was 
no escape for her), to give him the most 
freezing, and unconciliatory reception, that 
had ever been accorded to a young man ; 
and to let him know, with the shortest 
possible delay, that she would be no 
party to Uncle George's arrangement. 
Besides this dreaded interview, which 
was hanging over her head, like the 
sword of Damocles, there was another 
meeting, to which she was looking for- 
ward with very different anticipations. 
Teddy was coming down for a few 
days ; he was to stay at Mrs. Swoffer's, 
and visit his sisters prudently, and dis- 
creetly, — under the rose, and the shades 
of evening. — - 

Haidee has a letter in her pocket, which 
makes her heart glow every time she 
thinks of it. It came that morning, and, 
in comparison with it, that black cloud 
on her mental horizon, the possible 
arrival of her dreaded co-heir, fades 
away, into a mere secondary consideration. 
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" My DEAR HAIDilE, 

^* The story you send me, is admir- 
ably adapted for the horse-marines, but I 
suppose you are in earnest ? I have hardly 
grasped it yet, for my imagination is 
but a feeble thing ; it is my opinion, that 
old Uncle George borrowed the idea 
from the Arabian Nights, or some of his 
Eastern story books, and flatters himself 
that he has acted the part of a beneficent 
caUph, or geni, to you and Miles. You 
know in fairy tales, young women were 
never asked whether they would or would 
7ioty but were just handed over bodily! 
' So he gave him, his youngest, and love- 
liest, daughter in marriage, along with a 
sackful of diamonds,' that's the style, as 
well as I can remember. — Joking apart, 
you recollect how we used to chaff you 
about being our venerable relative's heir- 
ess? But this will, surpasses our wildest 
anticipations ! I shall be with you on 
Tuesday evening. Look out for me about 
seven o'clock at the white gate, back 
avenue, and we can then go into the affair 
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seriously ! Little Gibson has a cousin of 
the name of Gee, who is Jonathan to this 
Brabazon's David, and he says he is an 
awfully good sort (he has met him), and 
rather hke me in appearance ! This, 
ought to give him a strong hold on you 
at once. — ^But, mind you, he is not a lady's 
man. — ^You must be tender with him, for 
he is very shy. As you are supposed to be 
bashful, outside the home circle, it will 
be rather a lark to see you together." 
(Here was drawn a rude (a vert rude) pen 
and ink sketch, of a couple sitting on the 
extreme ends of a sofa, with their fingers 
in their mouths, surveying one another, 
apprehensively, out of the comers of their 
eyes.) *' Be sure, and don't let him know 
anything about me; I've a particular 
reason for it. — I mean to burst on him 
some day, as an ofl&cer and gentleman. 
See if I don't ! You shall have the 
pleasure of presenting me — grand tableau 
— fireworks. Mind you bring Woggy, to 
meet your affectionate brother, 

^'T. B." 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE ymOVG MAN. 

Miles (as we have already heard), had 
arrived in England, early in the month of 
August ; — and squandered some time with 
hi J? sister at Folkestone ; dawdling up 
and down the Lees, criticising the young 
ladies, watching the arrival of the French 
i^nat, looking up friends at ShorncliflFe 
cauip, and staving off the *^ evil day," as 
he called it, in his own mind ; when he 
must present himself at Baronsford, in the 
ridiculous character of an engaged young 
man, who has never set eyes on hi^ fiancee! 
Mrs. Curzon, was a well-jointured widow 
(some years older than her brother), and 
any affection she could conveniently spare 
from her three idolized boys, was bestowed 
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on him. — Her sons were the delight, tor- 
ment, and occupation of her life ; she was 
given up to them, soul and body, and was 
never so happy, as when she had the three 
of them at home, even if their visit was 
due to measles, mumps, or whooping 
cough — and they seemed to have a fatal 
facihty, for catching everything that was 
going in that way. — '' The house is always 
so cheery when the boys are back," quoth 
their adoring, and indulgent, parent ! 
Cheery was a mild way of stating the 
case. — It was more like a private lunatic 
asylum, in their uncle's opinion; and his 
ultimate departure for Baronsford, • was 
not altogether on account of his sister's 
eloquent persuasions. Mrs. Curzon was 
a very tall, stylish-looking, woman, with 
brilliant white teeth, an infectious laugh, 
plenty of practical common sense, an un- 
faiKng flow of speech, and inexhaustible 
supply of energy! She, like his friend, 
was quite resolved, that Miles should 
*^ take the goods, the gods had provided," 
and discussed, and argued, the matter 
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in a manner, that would have thrown Mr. 
Gee himself, completely into the shade. 

*' There was no use in postponing the 
visit," she declared for the tenth time. 
''It looked so extremely odd! it looks as 
if you did not want, to carry out the 
engagement," she exclaimed in tragic 
accents. 

"Neither I do," muttered her brother, 
with his elbows on the window sill, his 
hat on the back of his head, his eyes fixed 
on the blue, blue sea, and the opposite 
white coast of France, — and the frequent 
cigar between his lips. — 

"You don't know, when you are well 
off! " said Connie with decision. ** It's not 
one young man in a thousand, who has 
your opportunities! A pretty girl, and 
large fortune, for the mere picking up! 
You would be mad, not to go to Barons- 
ford, at least to see her. — Time is getting 
on. Time and tide wait for no man ! " 

In the end, her eloquent counsels pre- 
vailed ; and Miles sat down, and wrote off 
a letter on the spur of the moment, whilst 
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his sister stood over him, dictating the 
epistle and announcing his arrival, for the 
following day. — ^' Strike while the iron 
is hot," was Mrs. Curzon's maxim. — The 
resources of Baronsford were large, its 
hospitaKty in old days notorious, so Miles 
waited for no reply ; but, turning his back 
upon the attractions of Folkestone, and 
the brilliantly crowded Lees, and- gardens, 
set forth for Thornshire the next after- 
noon. — In three hours' time, he found 
himself on the platform at Byford 
■station, about four miles from his destina- 
tion; and leaving his portmanteau to 
follow, set off across the fields, thinking 
he would make the old short cut, and 
meet familiar stiles and pathways. But 
ten years had worked a change. — He 
rambled about, and lost his way, and 
nearly an hour and a half elapsed, before 
the big red chimneys of the house he 
sought, were to be seen shyly peeping 
through the surrounding trees. As he 
walked along, he had been, very naturally, 
thinking a good deal of the approaching 
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meeting, and meditating upon the kind 
of reception he would receive, at the 
bands of his cousin and co-legatee. 

— '^ I shall hot shake hands with him, T 
shall only bow," she 'had told her sister 
(who was fond of speculating on the scene) 
scores of times. — 

Would she be stiff? Would she be shy ? 
Would she — oh, horror !^^-be gushing? 
Would she be plain, passable, or pretty ? 
(Connie had declared, that she was lovely ; 
but then he never admired her style — all 
her geese were swans !) ^' It is bad enough 
for me," reflectively, ''but it's worse for 
hor, in every way, this solemn meeting, — 
tljis ordeal of mutual inspection." If it 
were another person's lot, and not his own, 
how he would laugh ! — He felt that he was 
approaching a crisis in his life, and his 
pulse beat somewhat quicker than usual, 
as he turned into the road leading from 
the village to the back gate of Baronsford, 
(It was the one chiefly used, in preference 
to the stately iron gates, with imposing 
pair of lodges, on a highway, in an oppo- 
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site direction.) *^Now/' he said to him- 
self decisively, *^ in ten minutes' time this 
terrible encounter will be over, and I shall 
know, whether I like her or not ! I may 
be rash, but I am inclined to agree with 
that cynical old beggar, Talleyrand. — I 
believe in first impressions; first im- 
pressions, and second thoughts. I wish 
it was over. I wish to goodness, Dicky, 
you, or any other fellow, were in my shoes 
this moment, and that I was safely back, 
smoking my peaceful cheroot, in the 
verandah at Tumbledown Dick. — It's not 
possible," he asked himself angrily, ^'that 
I'm what's called ' nervous ? ' I believe I 
amr' 

♦ * * * » 

The road leading to the entrance, was 
overhung by many thick wide-spreading 
trees, and near the gate itself, the avenue 
was as dark as Erebus. It was a perfect 
August evening, the sequel to a broihng, 
blazing, August day. 

There was a majestic stillness about 
the country, that impressed our traveller. 
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Not a sound was to be heard, beyond the 
faint lowing of a cow in distant fields, 
and the trickling of running water close 
by. — As he approached the gate, all his 
di-eamy speculations, and nervous fore- 
bodings, yanished ; his mind was galva- 
nized to sudden alertness, as he noticed, 
for the first time, the figure of a tall girl 
iQ white, standing on the drive beyond 
the trees, in the full bright light of the 
li arvest moon. She was young and 
slender, as well as he could judge, — unless 
distance added enchantment to the view. — 
Her head was bent forward in an attitude 
of listening, and her whole pose, denoted 
eager expectation. — She was without 
doubt waiting for somebody. — Waiting for 
him ? Impossible ! The instant she heard 
his footsteps, and caught an outline 'of 
his figure, she made a quick gesture of 
w^elcome, and gathering up her dress, 
with one sudden swoop, came flying down 
to meet him with the swiftness of a tropi- 
cal squall. 

He could now hear her running towards 
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him in the dark — for it was dark — her 
hasty high-heeled shoes, pattering rapidly 
over the gravel. Nearer, nearer, nearer 
they came. — His heart beat faster than 
ever ; faster even, than when, in dense and 
distant Indian jungles, he had heard the 
stealthy tread of a tiger, creeping through 
the underwood, and approaching the 
tree in which he was posted. She was 
at the gate even sooner than he was. 
She had dashed it open, with hurried 
hands, and almost before he could realize 
the fact, — ^her arms were round his neck ! 

He drew his head back with a quick 
jerk, whilst she breathlessly gasped out — 

^'I can hardly believe it! I've been 
waiting for you for ages, and now you 
have really come. — It seems too good to 
be true. — But how funny and dignified 
you are ! — Let me have a look at you ! " 
she panted, taking him by the wrist, and 
dragging him towards the Light. 

To say that he was astounded at this 
reception, but feebly conveys his feelings I 
The first shock over, and having success- 
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fully eluded her proflFered kiss, oh, let 
him not sink too, too deeply in the public 
estimation, when they learn that his next 
thought was his unhappy collar. Never- 
theless, he yielded amiably enough to her 
blandishments, and suffered himself to be 
almost hauled into the full, searching, 
white moonlight — to be inspected ! 

As its first chaste gleams fell upon him, 
his companion stopped, as if she had 
l^een shot, gazed into his face with an 
expression of agonized incredulity, dropped 
his hand, with a kind of smothered ex- 
clamation, — and then fled up the avenue, 
like an arrow from a bow ! He stared after 
her speeding figure, in speechless amaze- 
ment, until she disappeared into a shrub- 
bery, and vanished like the Maid of the 
Mist. The whole adventure had been so 
sudden, and had passed so quickly, that it 
seemed a kind of dream ! It could not be a 
ghost ? Another White Lady of Avenel ? 
But no ; that hug was certainly human* — 

" There is no use in my standing here, 

« 

and staring Uke a stuck pig," he said to 
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himself at last, having somewhat re- 
coyered from his startling rencontre ; ** I 
may as well be moving on, and ten to 
one I'll find the key to this riddle. It's 
certainly some girl, who has mistaken me 
for her lover. Ecstasies of the lover had 
he seen her ! She was a lady by her 
voice, and young decidedly. By Jove ! 
she can run a bit. Maybe it's Miss 
Augusta; there are only two of them." 

Supposing it had been his fiancSe ! 
But, strange to say, this notion did not 
please him at all ; and turning over this 
very unwelcome idea in his own mind, 
he reached the hall door. — He was soon 
ushered into the drawing-room (just five 
minutes before dinner time), where he 
found Mrs. Brabazon dressed for the 
evening, awaiting the gong, with her 
hands lying idly in her lap, and an air 
of pleasant anticipation pervading her 
aquiline features. — Eight o'clock p.m. 
was her favourite hour in all the twenty- 
four. — Florian was lounging in a deep 
arm-chair, absorbed in a yellow paper- 

VOL. I. P 
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backed French novel. — Few and evil, 
were the books, that he read. — Gussie 
flitting about the room putting away 
papers, work, and magazines. " So it was 
not Gussie," observed the new arrival to 
himself, when he had once more made 
acquaintance with his cousin Augusta, 
with her saucy black eyes, and bewitching 
smiles. 

*'This is quite an unexpected pleasure," 
said Mrs. Brabazon, immediately assum- 
ing her very best company manners. 
** I think it so very nice of you, taking 
us unawares like this — without any 
formaKty ! " 

'^ Unawares," he echoed ; *' did you not 
get my letter ? " 

*' Your letter, will probably arrive here 
the day after to-morrow," said Florian 
sarcastically. ** Don't you know that 
we live in the backwoods here, and have 
no second post ? What did you put on 
the envelope ? Byford ? " measuring his 
cousin from head to heel. 

*^Yes." 
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Then that means, that it stops in 
Byford post-office for twelve hours." 

" You seem to be progressing sijOLce I 
was here last," said Miles, with a laugh, 
glancing surreptitiously round, in search 
of another figure. 

** Gussie, my dear," said Mrs. Bra- 
bazon (interpreting the glance, with her 
usual alertness of understanding), ^^go and 
tell Nokes, to see about a room at once ; 
and Brown to lay another plate, and," in 
a stage whisper, " let Haidee know." 

Gussie, having given some hasty 
directions to Nokes, pushed into the 
schoolroom with her great news. But it 
was empty. So was the dining-room. 
Accordingly, she ran up the shallow 
stairs, two steps at a time, breathless to 
pant forth the intelligence to her sister, 
and plunged into their mutual bedroom 
headlong. At the first glance there was 
no one to be seen. Stay. What was that 
limp, crumpled, object, on Haidee's white 
bed? Haidee herself? Never! (Haidee, 
who had cast herself down in an attitude 
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of hopeless misery, and seemed crushed 
out of all shape and form.) 

"Why," pausing in mid-room, "what 
on earth is the matter? Are you ill?" 
demanded Miss Brabazon aghast. 

" No," returned a choked voice, half 
buried in the pillows. 

"Then what are you about? Get up 
this instant," imperiously. " Mrs. Bra- 
bazon says you are to come down at once. 
Miles, your Miles, is in the drawing- 
room." 

No answer. 

"Haidee. Do you hear me?" irri- 
tably. 

"Yes, of course I hear you! I'm not 
stone-deaf," she moaned querulously; 
then all at once sitting erect, revealed 
scarlet cheeks, swollen eyes, and a very 
dishevelled head. 

" Why, you've been crying," exclaimed 
her sister amazed. " Your nose is like a 
plum ! " 

"I should rather think I have," im- 
pressively. " Gussie," she added slowly, 
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keeping her eyes intently fixed on her 
companion's face, *'did you ever hear 
of anybody dying of shame ? because I 
shaU." 

** Look here; Haidee," returned the 
other severely, ** this is no time for such 
nonsense. Dinner is just going in, and 
you must come down. — Mrs. B. says 
so. — Here," going over to the wash- 
stand, and hastily pouring out some 
water, **get up and bathe your eyes, 
and smooth your hair, and don't be an 
idiot." 

** What will you say," inquired Haidee 
slowly, getting off the bed, and rising to 
her feet, a tall and very much creased 
young figure — **what will you say," 
she reiterated solemnly, '^when I tell 
you that I have seen him already, that I 
was a long way the first to welcome 
him ? " with rather a hysterical laugh. 

" Have seen him ? And when, if you 
please ? " disbelievingly. 

^'At the avenue gate! Oh, Gussie, I 
don't think I ever can leave this room 
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alive," burying her face in her hands, and 
speaking in a somewhat muffled voice 
through her fingers. ^*I took him for 
Teddyr 

*'And what harm if you did," replied 
her sister. 

** Harm ! " echoed Haidee, "just listen, 
and you will soon hear ! You know, how 
I've been counting the days and hours 
till Teddy came," now declaiming with 
one hand, " and I was waiting for him 
near the white gate, ever since six 
o'clock " 

" Haidee, how rash of you ! Supposing 
Mrs. B. had seen him skulking about," 
ejaculated Gussie reproachfally. 

"I would not care two straws if she 
did," defiantly. "I would meet him on 
the hall doorsteps in broad daylight," she 
panted breathlessly. 

"Here, have a drink of water," said 
Gussie compassionately, seeing that her 
sister was on the verge of hysterics, 
" there's no hurry." 

" No, no, no," motioning it from her 
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irritably; '' IVe drank a carafe full already; 
but," gasping out her words, " to go on. — 
I waited ages for Teddy, and at last I 
heard footsteps, and saw s6me one, that 
I was certain was him, coming along the 
road in the moonlight. — Need I say, that 
I tore down to the gate, threw it wide 
open, caught him in my arms, and hugged 
him like a bear; telling him I could 
hardly beKeve it, it was too good to be 
true ! that I had been counting the days 
and minutes till he came, and altogether 
was nearly beside myself with joy " (gasp- 
ing hysterically) . * * I forcibly dragged him 
into the light, to feast my eyes with a good 
look at him, and I then discovered, that 
I had been hugging a perfect stranger — a 
dark young man, who did not seem to ap- 
prove of it at all, and whom my prophetic 
instinct told me, was Miles Brahazon I 

'* There I " she cried, with fevered 
cheeks, and blazing eyes, ^^ did you ever 
in all your life hear, or read, of anything 
so awful as that? " 

Evidently Gussie had not^ for she 
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deliberately put down the tumbler of 
water, and collapsed in a sitting posture, 
on the side of her sister's bed. 

^' No ! " with a sort of vicious triumph, 
now pacing the room with her hands 
behind her. "I think you must admit, 
that this feat of mine, is rather hard to 
beat! If I don't die of shame, I ought 
to. — As to going downstairs, under the 
cii'cumstances, I need scarcely remark 
that such a proceeding is entirely out 
of the question," she concluded dog- 
gedly. 

*' Oh, Haidee ! " exclaimed her sister in 
a choked voice, "you will be the death 
of me I After your saying you would only 
bow to him ; after hearing that he was so 
deadly shy. Oh — oh — oh ! " holding her 
sides, and rocking herself backwards and 
forwards in absolute convulsions of laugh- 
ter, whilst the unlucky heroine of this (to 
Gussie) killing adventure, stood in the 
middle of the room, a tall tyagic-looking 
figure, and surveyed her with stony-eyed 
resentment. 



THE WRONG MAN. . 217 

"And — and — what am I to say?" 
panted Gussie, recovering her breath at 
last, and drying her eyes as she spoke. 
**How is your absence to be accounted 
for, pray? Am I to tell Mrs. B. that, 
having already embraced " 

" Say," with an indignant gesture, 
pausing in her walk — " say, that I am 
extremely ill ; and so I am, in mind.'' 

** If I give her that message, she will 
immediately send for Dr. Goggin. How 
win you like that ? 

** Then say anything you please," irrita- 
bly. " Say that I'm not going down ; no, 
not if she came and carried me herself. 
Indeed, Gussie, you must think of some 
excuse. You know very weU," stammer- 
ing with excitement, " that you yourself 
would not go into public, after such a 
frightful disgrace ; and I think," now re- 
commencing to cry, '* that I shall never be 
able to look any one in the face again." 

"Did he recognize you, do you think? 
Did he return your embrace with equal 
ardour ? " 
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" Not he ; he rather held back — ^which 
naturally surprised me. — He was too 
much astounded to speak, and indeed I 
did not give him time to open his mouth. 
— I was so sure and certain that it was 
Teddy ; only, if I had not been an idiot, 
I might have remembered that Ted would 
be in uniform; but I never gave myself 
a moment to reflect, and just sprang on 
him, like a tigress ! " burying her burning 
face in her hands, at the mere recollection. 

*^Aud did he recognize you?" reiter- 
ated Gussie. 

^* I*m not sure,'' slowly. " I think not. 
I need scarcely tell you, that one glance 
was enough for me, and I ran. If — if — 
you had not been in the drawing-room 
when he came," she proceeded discon- 
tentedly, "he might have thought it was 
you, or at any rate given me the benefit 
of the doubt! You look such a much 
more — ^more — ^likely sort of girl — ^to do 
that sort of thing ! " 

" Thank you, kindly," said Gussie, 
giggling; "but looks go for nothing! 
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It was you that did it, my dear prudish 
sister/' again giving way to a long and 
uncontrollable fit of laughter, that threat- 
ened to become quite hysterical. 

*'Well, well, well," at last, rising re- 
luctantly ; " I must be going, or Mrs. B. 
will be coming after we," wiping her 
eyes. ^^ I suppose toothache will do for 
your complaint ? " interrogatively. 

^* The plague — paralysis — cholera — 
anything," returned her companion im- 
petuously. '' Suppose," wringing her 
hands, "it were ever to be known. 
Suppose Flo were to hear, or Aunt 
Jane " 

" You need not be uneasy on that 
point. He appears to be a gentleman." 

** Did he say anything to you ? ^' in a 
tremulous voice. 

" What would he say, beyond * How do 
you do ? ' " 

" He did not look put out, or flustered, 
or queer J in any way, when he first came 
in, did he ? or as if a strange girl had 
nearly throttled him ? " 
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''Not the least," coolly; "probably 
he is accustomed to it. And now, my 
gentle, but impulsive sister, may I in- 
quire if you are too ill to dine ? Shall I 
send you up some fish, and game?'' 
smiling- 

'' I believe you are enjoying the whole 
thingj and thinking it a splendid joke," 
said the other angrily ; "and it's very un- 
feeling of you. — You may tell Nokes to 
bring me a cup of tea. I'm going straight 
to bed/' with an aggrieved air. "And 
now be sure, and give a proper, a probable, 
account of my illness. Impress upon 
themj that it will be tedious. — Toothache 
is too common, and Mrs. B. might ask to 
see the tooth, and have it out. No ; 
I have it — a headache. I know I'm 
going to have one," running after her 
sister to the head of the stairs, and 
gesticulating eagerly over the banisters. 
"Be sure you say a headache, and re- 
member, that I'm very bad. Don't let her 
come up with kind inquiries for your life ! " 
To all these injunctions, Gussie nodded a 
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confidential, smiling, acquiescence, as 
she tripped hurriedly downstairs. 

^* Where is Haidee?" demanded Mrs. 
Brabazon in a tone of sharp surprise, as 
her elder step-daughter, entered the draw- 
ing-room alone. 

** She is not feeling very well, Mrs. 
Brabazon, and begs you will excuse her," 
returned Gussie, avoiding, as she spoke, 
three pairs of inquisitive eyes. 

'* Haidee ill ! Eubbish," ejaculated 
Florian. ^*I saw her in the avenue an 
hour ago." — Brothers are sometimes 
brutal. 

" She won't be able to come down to 
dinner," protested Gussie. " She has a 
bad toothache — no, I mean to say a 
splitting headache," becoming very red, 
and floundering about in a sea of vague 
excuses, whilst her mother and brother 
volleyed exclamations and cross-questions, 
and Miles sat by, pulling Woggy's ears, 
with a command of countenance, that 
would have reflected credit on a North 
American Indian. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

MILES OBJECTS TO PLAY SECOND FIDDLE. 

Whilst Gussie had been absent on her 
errandj Mrs. Brabazon conversed, in her 
most agreeable *^ visiting" manner, with 
her uephew-in-law ; professed unbounded 
pleasure at his arrival, descanted on the 
weather, and the most prominent social 
topics of the day, and surreptitiously 
''took Btock of him,'' as the saying is, 
at the same time. 

He was a Brabazon, of an even more 
pronounced type than her step-children, 
and she resented this unconsciously. 
There always had been, and always would 
be, some subtle difference between her 
and them. They were pur sang^ and she 
was not ; and though she tyrannized over 
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them, and bullied them, and kept them 
under her heel, she was aware (even in 
her most violent moments) that they 
belonged to another and superior race. 
It was this envious, instinctive feeling of 
inferiority, that made her detest them so 
thoroughly ; if they had been of congenial 
fibre, she might have tolerated them. 
However, she was very proud of being 
a Brabazon, and had taken all their- 
ancestors to her bosom as her own ; and 
adopted the family root and branch, and 
cast out the plebeian Jupps. — She was 
familiar with all their connections, and 
had their pedigrees at her fingers' ends, 
and talked so glibly of **Dear Algernon 
this," and *^ Lady Louisa that " that it 
was now generally believed by those who 
knew nothing of the matter, that she 
herseK, was an off-shoot of the noble race. 
Yes, this young man sitting opposite to 
her, was undoubtedly a Brabazon, and he 
had a vague resemblance to Teddy, which, 
needless to remark, did not enhance his 
merits in her opinion. — He also had a 
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deliberate way of speaking, and there was 
a questioning look in his deep-set, dark 
eyes, that awakened in her mind a sus- 
picion that he was mentally classifying 
her^ and this did not tend to raise him 
in her estimation. He was as quiet, and 
self-contained, as if this critical visit was 
an ordinary morning call. — But beneath 
his reserved exterior, there lay, she felt 
instinctively, a very different nature to 
that of his kinsmen, whom she had been 
accustomed to dominate — her late hus- 
band, and Florian. 

^^ Are you all at home at present ? All 
the family?" he asked. ^*You have 
another stepson, I believe. A young 
fellow " 

" You mean Edward," in a frozen voice. 

'^ Yes. He is all right, is he not ? " 

^' No," in a tone of funereal import, and 
with a face to correspond. '*He will 
never be at home again." 

** Do you mean that he is — dead?" 
pausing and hesitating. ''I have heard 
nothing of it." 
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For an instant she wavered, and 
debated with herself; then brought forth 
the following gigantic falsehood, and 
replied, with her eyes gravely fixed on 
the carpet, " He is." And Florian sat 
by consenting thereto. 

" I had no idea ; pray pardon me. — But 
Burmah is quite out of the world, you 
know. Even bad news does not travel 
there." 

And here the entrance of Gussie, with 
another untruth in her hand, turned the 
tide of conversation, into a different 
channel. 

« « « « « 

G-ussie was surprised to find her sister, 
in spite of all her protestations, still sitting 
up, when she went to bed. 

*^I stole out," she said apologetically, 
" to look for Teddy. I could not hear to 
think of him waiting hour after hour, at 
the gate, poor boy." 

'^ I should have thought that you had 
had quite enough of * looking for Teddy ' 
for one evening," returned Augusta drily, 

VOL. I. Q 
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walking over to the toilet table and 
viewing herself dispassionately in the 
glass ; " and that reminds me that I 
have a message unto thee, oh, young 
woman ! " 

'^ A message ? " blankly. " From Mrs. 
B, ?'' 

"From Miles Brabazon.— He said he 
hoped that your toothache, and headache, 
would be all right to-morrow." 

'* He didn't ! " incredulously. " A nice 
account of me, you must have given," 
cried Haidee, with her face aflame, co^- 
fronting her sister in a magisterial atti- 
tude, a bright blue dressing gown, and a 
yard of brown hair flowing down her back. 
'^ What did you say was the matter with 
me ? honour bright I " 

*' Well, to be honest, I bungled it rather 
at first ; but I have left a general im- 
pression of a bad headache, on the public 
mind." 

** And he really sent that message ? I 
never heard of such presumption ! And 
you call him shy," scornfully. 
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** No, no ! pardon me, I never did," 
raising her hands with an air of virtuous 
repudiation. 

*' And how did he say it ? " 

*' Oh, he hesitated a little at first " 

'*I'm glad he had that much grace,'^ 
interrupted the other quickly. 

"And said, *Tell your sister I hope 
her headache, and toothache, will be 
better to-morrow, and that I shall have 
the pleasure of seeing her.' " 

" Then he won't I " impetuously, " plea- 
sure or no pleasure. I could never look 
him in the face — ^never. I feel a miser- 
able, degraded wretch. That's how I feel. 
Of course he understands that I took him 
for some one else ? " anxiously. 

" Of course," in a teasing tone. "What 
does a young man usually understand, 
when a girl comes skipping to meet him, 
with outstretched arms, singing, *And 
doth not a meeting like this, make 
amends ? ' " 

" G-ussie," struggling with a smile, "you 
ought to be ashamed of yourself! — And 
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equally, of course, he understands that 
my illness is all fiddle-de-dee ? " 

" Equally of course," impressively. 
*' Ah ! you can smile ! I see you are 
recovering. You are not going to die tliis 
time. — You are better ! " 

** No, I am not^'' angrily. " I shall 
never get over it — never ! And it shows 
what an odious, unmaidenly, girl, I must 
be, when I can laugh, or even smile, at 
your miserable jokes under the circum- 
stances," now stalking up and down the 
room, with clattering heels, and flowing 
gown. 

'' I shan't stir out of this apartment till 
he goes ; and that's poz. Oh ! you are at 
your prayers. — I beg your pardon," 

** Well ! " very eagerly, after ten 
minutes' silence, ^* and what is he like ? " 

" Why, you saw him yourself," aggra- 
vatingly. 

*' Not to recognize. Is he nice to talk 
to, or does he only stroke his moustache, 
and say, ^Haw, indeed,' or ^ What a bore,' 
like Flo ? " 
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" No, no. He had plenty to say for 
himself, only Flo would not let him alone ; 
teUing him all about the theatres, races, 
and professional beauties and actresso^i-. 
as if he was a kind of savage, who had 
never been in England in his life 1 I 
think he is cleverish! " thoughtfully. 

" What did he talk about ? " 

*' Oh," impatiently, ^'if you expect me 
to warm up the whole conversation for 
you, it's rather too much of a good thing ! 
We talked of Connie, she is going abroad 
this winter ; about Burmah, and ponies, 
and promotion; and he is fond of music." 

** And did you indulge him, and remark 
quite casually, that I was a second 
ArabeUaGoddard?" 

* 'Not likely, ' ' contemptuously. * ' I played 
Schumann and Chopin, but he admires 
the heavy classical style ; not like Aunt 
Jane, whose preference is always for 
what she calls * something tuney.' He is 
going to ask Mrs. B. to allow you to 
have lessons on the violoncello ; and he 
means to buy one for you ! " 
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^* Nonsense ! " pausing in her tramp, 
and staring at her sister incredulously. 
^^ He may buy fifty if he likes ! I think I 
see myself playing one.^^ 

^^ He is very fond of dancing " 

^^ Ah, that's better," approvingly. 

^^But, will never permit his wife to 
enter a ball-room. He does not think it 
a place for married ladies." 

" What ? " with a little scream. 

"Hush-sh!" giggling. ** Don't make 
such a noise; I'm only inventing these 
little items, about the fiddle and ball, just 
to see how much you would believe. 
They are merely the figments, of my 
too luxuriant fancy ! " 

" Oh ! " evidently greatly relieved. 
''Not that it matters one single pin to 
me. — He may make his wife play the 
bagpipes, and shut her up in a convent 
for all I care ! But I do think it very 
unkind of you, to make fun of me when 
I'm in such low spirits. Play to you and 
death to me." A pause. " And you really 
think he is nice ? " 
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*' Yes, very. — In fact I would not mind 
taking him off your hands myself. But I 
fancy he is not the sort of young man, 
that one could play with ! " 

** By play, you mean, fool him to the 
top of his bent, like the rest of your army 
of martyrs, and then throw him over. 
That's your idea of play," disapprov- 
ingly. 

"No. — I fancy he takes everything 
seriously," returned Gussie, not conde- 
scending to notice her sister's remark. 
" And let me tell you, as I said before, 
that he is anything but shy " 

" And you are sure- — " 

" I'm sure and certain of one thing," 
crossly; "and that is, that he won't get 
a wink of sleep to-night, with you stamp- 
ing overhead as if you were on watch." 

" What ? " pausing aghast. "You don't 
mean to say that they have put him in 
the Blue Eoom, and that he has been 
listening to us making all this noise 
and clatter for the last hour ? " 

" C/5," indignantly. " Speak for your- 
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self, if you please ! And considerLDg that 
you are supposed to be veiy ill in bed, he 
will think it rather odd, to say the least 
of it. Good-night!" 

« « « » ^ 

But Gussie need not have been uneasy 
about her cousin Miles; he was wide 
awake, folly dressed, leaning out of his 
window, smoking, and so wrapt up in his 
own reflections, that the chattering and 
pattering overhead, was entirely un- 
noticed, as far as he was concerned. — As 
he rested his elbows on the open sash, and 
stared out abstractedly on the clear balmy 
night, and the outlines of the majestic 
looking old trees in the park beneath him, 
his brain was very busy, and he was 
thinking, that as far as it was possible 
for him to know his own mind at present, 
he was not favourably impressed with the 
Brabazon family ! In the first place, he 
felt a strong latent antipathy to " Mrs. 
B.," as they called her ; he disliked her 
hard set smile, her searching narrow eyes, 
the sly way in which they peeped out 
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from Tinder their lashes, and said, " I 
wonder what you are like?" He hated 
eyes that follow you about a room, and 
yet that cannot face you. — At dinner he 
had discovered them, furtively watching 
him when his guard was down, as it 
were, and he was laughing across the 
table with Gussie. Then he heard her 
snubbing her s^ep-daughter. Oh yes; 
it had been very quietly, and as it were 
privately accomplished, but he had his 
wits about him; and the way in which 
she flattered, that very stupid, limp, 
young ape, the future master of the 
house, had actually interfered with his 
appetite ! Then, his soul revolted against 
the manner in which his dead ancestors 
were trotted out, and paraded; it was 
quite too much of a good thing ! And if 
the old woman (if she had but heard him) 
went on like this in the bosom of the 
family, what would she not be, when she 
boasted high to unhappy outsiders ? 
knocking the ash off the end of his 
cheroot, with a gesture of impatience. 
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Then, she had told him a most foolish 
and gratuitous untruth ; apropos of some 
queer old china dishes on shelves above, 
or rather forming part of, the mantel- 
piece. These she had declared, with up- 
lifted hands, and one black prunella foot 
on the fender, had belonged to her people, 
French refugees from the Edict of Nantes, 
the Le Jupes. (Such was her happy- 
rendering of the more plebeian Jupp.) 

^'I like old-fashioned things, don't you. 
Miles?" contemplating him with an air 
of interest. 

He was by no means certain that he 
liked her to call him Miles; and he re- 
plied, very gravely, that "he liked some 
old-fashioned things very well, such as 
china.'' And he might have added, that 
he had every reason to remember, that 
these very identical dishes, were Braba- 
zon crockery, not Jupp ; as when he was 
a small boy he had visited Baronsford, 
during his aunt's lifetime, and had had 
the misfortune to smash one of those 
very plates. Such events are remem- 
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bered distinctly, whilst things of yester- 
day soon slip from one's mind. Episodes 
at six years old, connected with a ball, 
a valuable plate, a furious nurse, and a 
birch rod, are apt to be branded on the 
memory ! 

No, he did not like Mrs. B., nor 
Florian. He was inclined to write him 
down an ass on the tablets of his mind ! 
Then, Gussie ! she was certainly several 
shades better ; lively, tolerably good look- 
ing, and rather a flirt. She and Dicky 
would hit it off splendidly. She had a 
sidelong way of looking out of her 
audacious little dark eyes, and curKng 
up her eyelashes, that no doubt some 
fellows would think rather fetching, but 
she talked too much to please him. — And 
as to Haidee, his special young lady, 
there was no getting over that trifling 
mistake at the gate ! " Some lover, of 
course! I'm not going to play second 
fiddle," he muttered aloud. "No, not 
for ten times forty thousand pounds. My 
wife (not that I want one) must be like 
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Caesar's. — I'll just put in a couple of days, 
for the sake of appearances, and then I'll 
clear out ! Whether I see her, or not, it 
won't make any difference. — I've come on 
a nice wild-goose chase, that's all ! Mrs. 
B., from the way she smiled, and spoke 
this evening, evidently looks upon us as 
good as married! She doesn't imagine 
that ' her sweet Haid^e,' as she called her, 
has another string to her bow ! By Jove ! 
wouldn't she be in. what Dicky calls a 
flame y if she knew as much as I know ? " 
pausing reflectively for some minutes. 
Then his thoughts went back to the young 
lady once more. 

^'By George ! how spoony she is on the 
other fellow; and what a hug she gave 
me! Only I held my head back, with 
extraordiQary propriety and presence of 
mind, she'd have kissed me ! — Eather 
sorry, now, I didn't let her ! " And so 
saying, he threw the stump of his cigar 
out of the window, closed the sash with 
a bang, indulged in one extravagant yawn, 
and went to bed. 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 

THE PEETTIEST GIRL IN THORNSHIRE. 

*^What fine old timber you have! 
Splendid trees," remarked Miles, who, 
under the esioort of the sprightly 
Augusta, was sauntering through the 
pleasure ground, the morning after his 
arrival (Haidee being still in retirement). 
''We could hardly beat you, even in 
Burmah," looking admiringly round. 

"Yes, we rather pride ourselves on our 
old oaks, all but Flo," rejoined Gussie 
complacently. ^^ He considers them so 
much sunken capital, and would give any- 
thing to cut down the timber, melt the 
silver, and sell the place." 

" Sell the place ! " echoed her com- 
panion, in a tone of indignant amaze- 
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ment, " that has been in the family since 
the time of James the First — or was it 

Elizabeth " 

" Oh, pray don't ask me!'' laughing and 
putting up her soiled chamois garden 
gloves, with a gesture of deprecation; 
^^ Haid^e could tell you; but my knowledge 
of history, is on a par with the woman's, 
who, pointing out a castle, remarked that 

* one of the Johns had died there ! '" 
opening the garden gate as she concluded, 
and tripping through, in her well-starched 
pink cotton, and neat little Oxford shoes. 

'^But of course you are joking about 
Florian," continued her cousin, as he 
followed her down three steps, into the 
large walled-in enclosure, intersected with 
wide gravelled walks, and filling the eye 
with an impression of espalier fruit trees, 
strawberry beds, rows of peas, bee hives, 
and monstrous bushes of lavender, and 
old-fashioned China roses. 

" Joking ? not I. Flo will tell you, that 

* every one for himself,' is his motto; that 
entailed estates, are a ridiculous remnant 
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of the dark ages ; that every one ought 
to lay hands on all they can, and spend 
it on themselves ; that he would like to 
turn every acre into hard coin of the 
realm, and squander the money in any 
way he pleased; snapping his fingers 
at his heirs, and saying, ^ aprh moi le 
diluge: " 

"In short, he agrees with the well- 
known Irishman, who said, ' that posterity 
had done nothing for him and he would 
do nothing for posterity ! ' " rejoined Miles 
sarcastically. 

"Yes, I think that conveys his idea 
very neatly," returned Gussie, now making 
an energetic raid upon the strawberry beds ; 
but her search was, so to speak, fruitless, 
only a few half-ripe white giants rewarded 
her exertions ; and as she raised a flushed, 
indignant face to her companion, she said, 
" Mrs. B. has been having these beds 
picked for jam, and it looks as if a swarm 
of locusts had been over them! Come, 
and we will have a look at the plums and 
apples," rising from her knees, and shak- 
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ing out her skirts. After a few moments' 
chatter, she came to a halt, before an 
espaUer, and after a critical inspection 
of its fruit, plucked one, and holding it 
to her little retrouss4 nose, said, *' These 
are our earliest pippins. I believe it's ripe ! 
Have one. " 

"No, thank you," bowing politely. 
"And why not?" regarding him with 
unaffected curiosity. 

" Because, if you must know," smiling, 
" I don't feel inclined to try any experi- 
ments on my constitution, with green 
apples." 

" Well, you see, / don't mind ! " sink- 
ing her even white teeth immediately into 
the one in her hand. " Have you any in 
Burmah ? " 

" No ; but we have lots of mangoes, 
mangosteens, and dorians." 
" Dorians ? what are they ? " 
"A fruit like a small melon, with 
an odour too unspeakably frightful; 
but once you can get over that^ 
excellent eating; in fact, the Bur- 
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mans say it is the only fruit left here 
from Paradise." 

^^And I suppose that was on account 
of its smell," flippantly. — *' Why did you 
not come home sooner ? " she asked after 
a pause. 

"Oh, I got a bad fall riding a race, 
and that kept me on my back for weeks." 

*' You don't look as if there was much 
the matter with you now," said Gussie, 
surveying him steadily. " I wonder," she 
added, quite inconsequently, ''what you 
will think of Haidee ? " 

" Have you much society about here ? " 
asked Miles, adroitly parrying her ques- 
tion by another ; and feigning not to have 
heard her remark. 

''We go out very little; but as usual in 
country places, I believe, there are bat- 
talions of girls, and we could furnish nearly 
a cmys d^armSe — ^isn't that what you call it ? 
— of old women ; but there are no men ! " 

" And how is that ? Is the race extinct 
in Thomshire?" he asked, with raised 
brows. 

TOL. I. K 
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" Oh, the brothers, and sons, are away 
in the uttermost parts of the earth, in 
the army or navy. The whole country 
resembles 'The Princess,' Tennyson's 
poem." 

'^ Still, I beheve there are a few men 
left in London. — And you were there 
last spring," significantly. 

''Yes!" reddening faintly (but other- 
wise not the least discomposed), "I see 
that Connie has been teUing you, about 
my miserable little peccadilloes! What 
a shame ! " in a tone of playful regret. 

" How do you know, that Connie has 
been telKng me anything about you? 
/ never said so. I'm afraid," smiling, 
^* that you have a guilty conscience." 

" Oh ! well, I don't mind if she did tell 
you," returned Miss Brabazon recklessly. 
^* What does it matter, now you are going 
to be one of the family?" glancing at 
him under her eyelashes. 

Miles made no reply; — he was by no 
means so confident on the subject. 

" Let us sit down on this seat, and bask 
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in the sun/' patting, as she spoke, a 
grass-green painted bench. '^You may 
smoke another cigar, and I'll make you 
my father confessor ! " 

Undoubtedly these Brabazon girls, were 
most extraordinary young people, never- 
theless Miles accepted the invitation with 
alacrity, and prepared to abandon himself . 
to thei occasion. ^ 

^' You may as well know the worst of 
me at once ! " taking a bite out of her 
apple as she spoke. *^ I'm fond of sweets, 
fruits, and all good things. Haidee says 
I am greedy, and that I shall be a terrible 
old woman, living only for my dinner ; 
but I'm not a bit worse than other 
people! Then, I'm a flirt, if she, and 
Connie, and Eva Stafford, are to be 
believed." 

^' And I suppose they must have some 
grounds for saying so," said Miles ex- 
pressively. " There's never smoke, with- 
out a fire, you know ! " 

^* Oh," aggrievedly, *^ because I've been 
engaged once or twice " 
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^^ Once or twice^^^ he repeated to Mm- 
eelf, "The girl talks as if she were 
speaking of being photographed." 

"And because other people have 
b e en — well — attentive . ' ' 

"Eeally. How extremely odd. You 
allude to the corps d^armde of old 
Tvomen, of course, for you told me just 
now, that there were no men in these 
parts." 

" Oh," smilingly, " you must not take 
everything quite au pied de la lettre. 
Of course there are s^few.^^ 

Certainly this Cousin Miles, who was 
tracing diagrams on the gravel with his 
cane, was very superior, in appearance, to 
any of her own particular admirers. He 
was really extremely good looking, and 
she would not be the least surprised if he 
could flirt a bit too ! But here the voice 
of honour interposed, and said in very 
decided tones, " No poaching ! " 

"I wish you could see Haidee," she 
Baid, suddenly changing the subject, and 
throwing away the stalk of her apple. 
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"I wish I could," still drawing 
abstractedly, "for I'm going away to- 
morrow morning.'' 

" Oh, nonsense I " aghast. 

" No ; I'm quite serious. Is your sister 
like you ? " 

" Not the least " (emphatically). " Far, 
/ar, better looking. She is lovely. — The 
prettiest girl in Thornshire ! Very tall, 
and slight, and active. Dances beauti- 
fully ; and you should just see her run ! 

He could testify to that ! he said to 
himself, with a smile. " She is younger 
than you are, I beUeve ? " 

" Yes, three years ; but she is far more 
like the eldest. — She takes the lead in 
everything ; she has such a strong will, 
and what Mr. Bell calls ^ great force of 
character.' I hope," laughing, " that you 
haven't a strong will, and great force of 
character, for two of a trade, never 
agree ? " 

" Oh dear, no; nothing to speak of," 
shaking his head. " And I suppose your 
sister has lots of admirers too^' he added. 
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without raising his eyes from a very 
striking, almost speaking sketch of Mrs. 
Brahazon, .which he was still, almost un- 
consciously, touching off, in the fine gravel 
before him. 

"No, not one," triumphantly ;—" nor 
ever hadr" 

"Ob, I say — come," he expostulated, 
with a vivid recollection of the gate scene. 

"I — I — know what you are thinking 
of," replied Gussie mysteriously, "but I 
assure you," lucidly, " that that was no 
one.'' 

" And yet you say that she is the 
prettiest girl in Thomshire," observed 
Miles, not wishing to enter upon a dis- 
cussion of the little episode of the previous 
evening, with the loquacious Augusta. 

" I don't say it alone ! everybody says 
it," boastfully; producing, as she spoke, 
yet another apple from her pocket. 
" When we go into a room everybody 
looks at her; she is what you would caU the 
cynosure of every eye. And so far so good ; 
but once men begin to talk to her their 
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enthusiasm cools. She is so stiff, and 
cold, and stand-off; and if they presume, in 
spite of this, to pay her any complimentsy 
or to make sweet little Speeches, she 
snubs them so unmercifully, that they go 
away nearly crying^ and, I need scarcely 
remark, never more return. Oh, never, 
never more ! " 

^*A lively look-out for me, isn't it?" 
expressively. 

"Oh," encouragingly, "you must not 
mind her, her hark is worse than 
her bite I Don't seem to notice her, 
or admire her, and treat her quite in an 
every-day maimer, as if she was nothing 
at all out of the common, and she will be 
as pleasant as possible. She says, herself, 
that the moment any man seems disposed i 
to be extra civil — ^you know what I 
mean ? " nodding her head expressively — 
" she can't help taking the most violent 
dislike to him. But it's nearly all shyness, 
nothing else," cheerfully. " She has been 
to one or two small parties ; very slow 
affairs they were, and do you know, that 
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the first time she was going, she was 
just trembling all over, and cold with 
fright. Now," proudly, " I'm quite dif- 
ferent. / delight in society, from first to 
last. I love dressing, arriving, dancing, 
etc." 

**Etc., I suppose, means flirting?" 
slightly elevating his eyebrows. 

^* Never mind, what it means," play- 
fully ; "I can go into a room with my 
head in the air, a kind of female Coeur 
de Lion," in a tone of sublime com- 
placency. 

*^ Exclaiming, * Come one, come all ! ' " 
added her companion, with quiet sug- 
gestiveness. 

^* Now, Miles ! I won't have you chaff 
me — ^yet ; and you must not interrupt'. 
But Haidee's courage, is of a different 
description. — She's awfully brave in acci- 
dents, and would face a tramp, -or a 
savage dog, just like a man; whilst I 
would be cowering behind her, my knees 
literally knocking together, and my teeth 
chattering in. my head. And she is the 
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only one of us, that dares brave Mrs. B. 

The last word was significant, and 
suddenly recalled to Miles, the gap in 
the family circle. 

** Oh, by the way, Gussie," he said, 
^^ I was very sorry to hear about your 
youngest brother. — I never knew of it 
till last night. — Connie never told me. — I 
suppose it happened some time ago ? " 

^*Yes," she returned, looking rather 
red and embarrassed; but to her cousin's 
disgust, there was not a trace of regret 
on her little round face. ** Please don't 
talk about him ; above all to Haidee, or 
Mrs. B." 

"'What had this young fellow done," 
Miles asked himself, ** that his name 
was thus tabooed, — his memory con- 
signed to oblivion ? " 

^* Some day, perhaps, you will know 
all about him," continued Gussie, in- 
terpreting her cousin's thoughts, with 
characteristic astuteness. "And I de- 
clare, here is Mrs. B.," she added, with 
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a slight start, as the garden gate swung 
back on its hinges with a clang, and a 
tall figure in black, with a handkerchief 
over her head, and a parasol in her hand, 
came slowly into view. 

^* Welcome the coming, speed the 
parting guest ! I'm off," cried her step- 
daughter, jumping up. ** I'll leave her 
to entertain you; two is company — 
ahem ! " 

^^ No, no," hastily responded Miles, 
^^stay where you are, don't desert me; 
you have not half made your confession." 

^^ Nonsense," contemptuously, " you 
are not going to pretend that you are 
afraid of her already ; " with a mocking 
laugh. ^* No, no. Cousin Miles, I must 
leave you to your fate. She has come 
out to talk to you about business," sig- 
nificantly, *^ and I shall say au revoir.'' 

** It won't be au revoir^ if you eat any 
more of those green apples," shaking his 
liead emphatically ; " it will be, farewell 
lor ever ! " he rejoined in a tone of melan- 
choly conviction. 
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For all reply, Miss Augusta blew him 
an ironical, airy salutation, from the tips 
of her fingers, and turning the corner of 
the nearest walk, disappeared from sight. 
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CHAPTBE XV. 

KG MORE HER LOVER THAN MINE. 

Part of the same afternoon, was dedicated 
by Miles to a formal visit to his Aunt Jane. 
After luncheon the three young people set 
out for the village together; Gussie and 
Florian being en route to a ** tennis 
party " at the rectory, and the former 
impressing most eagerly on her cousin, 
that he was not to stay long at the 
White House, but to be sure and follow 
them in a quarter of an hour, '^ which 
will give you five minutes for the wea- 
ther, five minutes for Burmah, and five 
for Haidee. Mind you come. I will never 
forgive you if you don't turn up ! A new 
young man, especially an officer^ is a 
perfect godsend in these parts." Her 
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injunctions were interrupted by a well- 
to-do looking black oat (who had been 
trotting along the footpath in front of 
them, with most delicate action), being 
now called upon to ^' stand and deliver" by 
the bristling and bellicose Woggy. But 
pussy had a stout heart, and received the 
charge with eyes like two glow-worms, a 
tail like a bottle brush, and a series of spits, 
resembling a battery of soda-water corks, 
and distinctly refusing to be * 'treed," and 
presently pursued its intrepid way, with a 
dignified, if somewhat hurried walk. 

'' That cat ought to have a V. C," 
remarked Miles admiringly. "Did you 
ever see anything like its impudence, and 
pluck ? " 

**0h, it's Lady Louisa, Aunt Jane's 
best puss, and her * familiar,' as some 
imagine," returned Gussie. " She and 
Woggy know each other well, and he is 
aware that if he were to worry Lady 
Louisa, he would be hanged by the neck 
until he was dead; and she, I believe, 
knows it <oo." 
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^^ I'm sure she has been up to no good, 
by the look of her," observed Florian, 
removing his cheroot, as the cat darted 
into a hole in a hedge. ^* She's death on 
young chickens — spring chickens, if you 
please — and duckhngs, and is nearly as 
expensive in the way of ^ fowl money ' as 
three or four fox covers. Here we are," 
hastily chucking away his weed, ^' and 
here's the old girl herself." (He alluded 
to his venerable aunt.) 

The door of the White House stood 
open; and Miss Jane was in the hall, 
bonnet on head, key basket in hand, 
as the little party walked up the steps. 
She greeted Miles very warmly (for her), 
nodded to Flo in a disparaging manner, 
and turning to Gussie without any 
preamble, said abruptly, and in a very 
sharp voice, " Have you finished making 
your preserves up at the house, Augusta? " 

*'Yes, I think so, on Saturday last," 
dubiously. 

^^Then, why in the world, don't you 
send back my copper preserving pan? 
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Here have my strawberries, been waiting 
for days ; — all the fruit fermenting ! " 

** It was Haidee's fault/' replied Gussie 
meanly ; *' she made the preserves this 
year." 

" Humph ! and every other year, and 
everything else besides. — Well, I see you 
are off to this tennis party, you and 
Florian ; so don't let me keep you. — Your 
cousin Miles, I dare say, would like to stay, 
and have a little talk with me." 

At this announcement, which had a 
curiously significant sound, her nephew's 
heart sank like lead, and his memory 
eagerly presented him' with a retrospect of 
other interviews with Aunt Jane, which 
had not always been of a pleasing nature. 

" And by the way, where is Haidee ? " 
she asked suddenly. ^^ How is it that 
she is not with you ? " she demanded in 
a more decided tone. *^Most unac- 
countable." 

** She has gone out riding. — A message 
to Mrs. Hogben," returned Gussie de- 
murely. 
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'^ Eiding ! I did not know that she 
ever rode ! " 

'* I dare say you did not," said Florian 
patronizingly. ** She has been suddenly 
fired with a desire, to shine in the 
saddle, and, with that worthy end in 
view, leads old Jacky no end of a hfe 
— and he her. I saw them leaving 
the yard now, a bottle tied to the 
saddle, a la John GilpiUy and Jacky 
in the worst of tempers, his ears laid 
back, his tail between his legs. They left 
together, but it's my opinion, that they 
will come home separately," he concluded 
with a lazy laugh. 

" You do not appear to be very uneasy 
about her," said Miles, surveying the 
placid Florian with some surprise. 

'* Oh, rather not ; we are never uneasy 
about one another in this family," he 
rejoined complacently ; " it's a little way 
we have." 

"And anyhow," put in Gussie, "there 
is not much fear. Haidee is light, and 
falls soft; and Jacky, although a cross- 
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grained old beast, is too much attached 
to the family to do anything serious." 

*^ Come, come, get away to your party," 
exclaimed Miss Jane impatiently, who 
was chafing at this long enforced silence. 
" Don't stay chattering on my steps all 
the afternoon. Augusta, my dear, I don't 
think," reprovingly, *' that you cari know 
how very short your dress is " 

'' Oh, it's aU right, Aunt Jane ! " twirl- 
ing round, by no means averse to display- 
ing her neat shoes, and ankles; "it 
has only shrunk a little bit in the wash. 
Well, good-bye ; I won't forget the pre- 
serving pan," tripping lightly down the 
gravel pathway. " And, Miles," pausing 
at the gate, and looking back with a 
coquettish wave of her hand, ^^remenibery 

" Now, come along, and let' me have a 
good look at you. Miles," said his aunt, 
briskly leading the way upstairs into her 
prim, old-fashioned drawing-room — a 
room which was only used for state 
occasions, such as card-parties, and grave 

VOL. I. S 
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family debates. — This was undoubtedly 
to be one of the latter. 

'^In the first place, I want to see wlio 
you are like," leading him up to the narrow 
window, and settling her spectacles well 
on her nose. ^^Yes," with a little sigh, 
and after a long exhaustive stare; *'yes, 
you are like your father," slowly removing 
her glasses, and rubbing them in her 
handkerchief. — '* Now, come and sit down 
here beside me, and we will talk over 
things comfortably." 

In answer to this invitation. Miles took 
a chair opposite his aunt, and disposed 
of his cane ; but still grasping his hat, 
awaited her next remark in silence. 

^* This is a very odd a£Fair, is it not. 
this will of your uncle's ? '' she began 
confidentially. '^ Most unaccountable ! " 

'^ Very odd indeed," returned her 
nephew, endeavouring to accommodate 
himself, to his slippery high-backed seat. 

'' I suppose you were a good deal sur- 
prised ? " she proceeded, fiddling ner- 
vously with her spectacle-case. 
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"Well, yes," frankly, "I must say I 
was," looking his aunt straight in the 
face. 

*^ She is a nice girl," proceeded Miss 
Jane in an emphatic tone, '^ and a good 
girl; and they tell me the prettiest in 
Thomshire. What do you think of her ? " 
stroking down her silken lap with an air 
of complacent anticipation. 

" I have not had the pleasure of seeing 
her," shortly. 

" What ! Not seen her ? And how was 
that ? Most unaccountable." 

"I really cannot tell you the reason,'' 
very stiffly. (He couldj all the same.) 

" Ah, well," indulgently, " she is a 
little shy, and of course it's rather an odd 
position, and she really is a very diffi- 
dent girl — entirely unlike the usual run 
of fast, painted, impudent, young women 
one hears of nowadays, that throw 
themselves at the men's heads." 

" Indeed ? " in a tone of ironical 
incredulity, — of course lost on Miss 
Jane. 
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*^ Yes ; she and her sister have been 
brought up quite in the shade, and in the 
good old-fashioned way." 

^*Do you mean that she has never 
been to balls, theatres, or races, or any 
society beyond what is round Maxton ? " 

'^ Never! " returned Miss Jane triumph- 
antly. ^' She is not out, and hardly knows 
a soul besides the Bells, the Vashons, and 
the Heriots.'' 

*'Aijd does Mrs. Brabazon^ keep her- 
self locked up too ? '' 

^^ Mrs. Brabazon ! " rather taken aback 
by this unexpected question. '* Well, no ; 
she goes into society a good deal ; in fact, 
a great deal." 

'^ Eeally. Quite an inversion of the 
usual routine; the young ladies stay at 
home, and the old one goes out," said 
Miles, looking into his hat with an inno- 
cent air. 

^'That is putting it rather strongly," 
objected Miss Jane, ^* and in quite a 
new light ; but perhaps it is a pity that 
they are such home birds.- Mrs. Bra- 
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bazon says she does not mind for herself, 
but she Kkes to be very exclusive with 
regard to them— the girls; they have 
been very strictly brought up, I can 
assure you." 

" I am not sure that I think, that such 
a very good plan! young people will be 
young people," said Miles darkly (think- 
ing of Haidee's mysterious friend). *^I 
had no idea that, my uncle was so badly 
oflf. That is probably one reason, why 
Mrs. Brabazon cannot take them out." 

** What are yau talking about. Miles? 
My brother left a very comfortable estate 
behind him." 

** Which now is entirely managed 
by his widow. Oh, I see. However, I 
have no business to ask questions ; it is 
not my affair." 

*^ But, my dear Miles, it is your affair. 
Haidee will have a share of her mother's 
fortune, if that is, what you wish to 
know." Seeing him shake his head 
emphatically, and seized by a sudden sus- 
picion, she added hastily, ** But perhaps 
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you have given your heart elsewhere? 
Perhaps you have a prior attachment ? " 
her eyes resting on his, with an eager 
questioning expression, 

*^ No, no ; none whatever. — ^Young 
ladies are not very plentiful in British 
Burmah, and I've always been too poor 
to cast a thought to matrimony ; but," 
now repossessing himself of his stick, and 
poking at Miss Jane's best Brussels 
carpet — '^but Haidee, has some one on 
hand." 

" Haidee ! " in a shocked voice. " Cer- 
tainly not ; no more than I have. She 
hardly knows a single young man ; and — 
and between you and me, in spite of her 
great beauty, her manner is against her, 
so ungracious and stand-ojff." 

Miles could not refrain from a smile, 
as he compared this description, with his 
own personal experience. 

*' Now, if it had been Augusta," wax- 
ing communicative, *4t would be different. 
She has had proposals from several 
quarters, and poor Mr. Vashon, has offered 
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to her three times. A most desirable 
match ! " 

** But I know — I Tcnow that Haidee has 
a lover/' persisted Miles obstinately, 
averting his eyes from his aunt, and dig- 
ging his cane still more fiercely into her 
unhappy carpet. 

" Goodness, mercy, gracious, Miles ! 
leave my carpet alone, and tell me this 
instant what you mean,"* in great alarm. 

^'WeU; I don't mind if I do! In 
strict confidence, you know. — I'd rather 
tell you than Mrs. B." 

** Certainly, certainly," returned Miss 
Jane, whose very curls, were actually 
bristling with apprehension. 

^* You see, my letter did not arrive till 
this morning, a post late ; and I was not 
expected last evening, of course. — ^As I 
opened the white gate in the dusk, a girl, 
Haidee apparently, came flying to meet 
me, and gave me a very," casting about 
for a not too forcible word, " friendly 
greeting ; told me she had been waiting 
for hours, and could hardly believe I had 
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eome at last ; it was too good to be true. 
When she found her mistake, she ran like 
a lamp lighter! But the question re- 
mains, for wliom did she take me ? Who 
was it ? '' raising his eyes significantly 
to his aunt's, and pausing for a reply. 

" Ah ! " replied Miss Jane, breathing 
a little sigh of relief. " So that was all, 
was it? Well, I know who it was, and 
I can assure you," tapping him on the 
arm with her spectacle-case, " that it is 
no one, of whom you have any reason 
to be jealous. Make yourself quite easy 
on that score." 

" But who was it ?^ A man, I'll swear. 
And seriously, Aunt Jane, although forty 
thousand pounds is a large sum, I don't 
feel inclined to huy a wife. If there is 
some other fellow that she is in love with, 
in Heaven's name let him marry her. I 
won't ! '' emphatically. 

** But there is no other fellow, as you call 
it," cried Miss Jane, in a state of great 
agitation. ** I cannot teU you everything ; 
but this I may say to you," in a voice shak- 
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ing with excitement, "that the person for 
whom Haidee mistook you, is no more her 
lover than he is mine ! I will give you 
my solemn word of honour, as a Bra- 
bazon," holding out a thin blaok-mittened 
hand, which he had to perforce accept. 
And as he took it, she squeezed his fingers 
gently, and said, " If you are as free from 
a prior attachment as she is, the sooner 
you meet and make up your minds, as to 
whether you can like each other or not, 
the better, — I know very Uttle about 
you," frankly, /* but as far as Haidee is 
concerned, I've known her all her life. 
She is a well-principled, truthful, humble- 
minded, young gentlewoman; and, to 
quote a homely proverb, *you may go 
farther and fare worse.' " 

This was indeed a glowing character 
from Miss Jane. If her niece had been 
behind a curtain, she would have doubted 
the evidence of her own ears. 

The audience was now brought to an 
end, by the pompous entrance of Cox, with 
the silver tray, bearing cake and wine 
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(Cox, who did not forget to take a good 
look at Miss Haidee's young man); and 
when Miles had poured out two glasses of 
sherry, Miss Jane raised one of them to 
her lips, and making her nephew a formal 
old-fashioned bow, said, " I wish you 
health, happiness, and prosperity ; and I 
hope that Providence, will guide your 
judgment, in the matter that lies before 
you," 

To this unexpected toast Miles made 
no distinct reply. — Although twenty-nine 
years of age, he blushed, yes, coloured to 
the very roots of his hair, and mumbling 
something incoherent about ** obliged '' 
and ** thanks," and wishing his elderly 
relation at Hongkong, at the first avail- 
able opening he seized his hat and stick, 
and with a hurried adieu, — made for the 
door. 

" Not at all a bad sort of young man," 
said Miss Jane to herself (when she heard 
a bang, announcing his exit), hurrying 
nimbly to the window to look after him, 
her glasses hastily assumed. '* Good 
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looking, like his father, and evidently a 
soldier and a gentleman ; inclined to be a 
little jealous too, which they say is an 
encouraging sign ! Well, well, it was a 
very odd meeting. — Most unaccountable ! 
I wish I could have told him the truth, 
but I dared not. — She mistook him, of 
course, for poor Teddy." 



END OF VOL. I. 
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